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Editor's Note
Dear Reader,
This issue is dedicated to two poets: Mark Strand and Craig
Arnold. As a first-time editor of a litera1y journal, I could not be more
thrilled to bring you two previously unpublished poems by these tremendously talented and respected artists. However, as simply a person who has been trying to write poems for many years, I would like
to briefly address the impact these poets have had on my own life.
I first encountered Craig Arnold's work through a podcast from
the Poetry Foundation. It was 2009. Craig had recently disappeared
in Japan while hiking a volcano, and the podcast episode was a tribute to his life and work. As the poem "Asunder" was read aloud , I
distinctly remember the impact tl1at poem had. I was entirely taken
over by language in a way I had no idea was possible. It was in that
moment that I realized the powerful vehicle for empathy poetry can
be. It was as if my own experience was being uttered back to me in
a visceral, palpable, utterly real way. The idea tl1at someone else had
felt something similar to what I had felt, and could render it so precisely and distinctly, was a moment of revelation.
I ordered Craig's collection, Made Flesh , immediately and connected as powerfully with each poem in tl1at slim volume as I had
with "Asunder." I read this collection obsessively, and within a
month or two I had memorized most of it. The poems in this collection contain the kind of sophisticated sounds, vivid images, and
explosive lyrical moments that accomplish that impossible act of rendering human experience on the page. Reading Made Flesh was my
first experience with contemporary poeny, and it is because of that
collection that I decided to try to write poems of my own. I knew that
if poeny could have the power to make someone feel less alone in the

world, it was an enterprise and endeavor I needed to be a part of
I never met Craig Arnold, yet his poetry had a tremendous impact
on my life, and I am very honored to be able to publish one of his
poems in this issue.
Unlike Craig Arnold, I did meet Mark Strand. Three years after
discovering Made Flesh, I had transferred to BYU and was devoting myself to becoming a poet. At the time, however, I was particularly pessimistic about my writing. I had come to the conclusion
that the immense amount of effort I was investing in writing poetry had amounted to nothing, and that my poems were not very
good at all. When I flew to Tennessee to attend Sewanee Writers'
Conference, I bleakly imagined it would be my last htmah in the
literary world, and that afterward I'd probably give up altogether.
Cue Mark Strand.
Mark was the faculty member at Sewanee who was assigned to
give me feedback on my work. It is an understatement to say that
Mark was a rock star at the conference. Mark Strand was a rock
star in the poetry world. And there I was, meant to get feedback on
my "poetry" from this icon. In spite of his stan1s, Mark was one of
the most disarmingly warm and charming people I have ever met.
When we met to discuss my poems, I was taken aback by his support of my work. He took me seriously as a poet, and urged me to
continue writing.
In one of our conversations, he told me, "Lauren, your poems
are sexy." I knew this was supposed to be a compliment, but I
struggled to see it that way. I admitted it was something I was worried about. He seemed baffled by this, and asked why.
I answered honestly. "Isn't it kind of a taboo thing?Towrite sexy
poems?"
He lit up with his trademark w1y grin. "Only in Provo."

Throughout the ten-day conference, Mark approached me multiple times to urge me to keep writing what he called my "wild
poems." On the last day of the conference, he gave me his email
address and said to keep in touch, and to keep writing. We kept an
intermittent correspondence after the conference, sending poems
back and forth, and he never failed to keep encouraging me. When
I began working on this journal, I asked him ifl could publish one
of the poems he sent me. He graciously agreed. About a month
later, I received news that he had passed away.
Mark Strand was a brilliant man and a gifted artist. Among
numerous equally impressive achievements, he won a Pulitzer,
taught at Columbia, and was regarded as one of the best poets of
his generation. And yet, he took the time to be a friend and mentor
to me, a person who could do very little in return and to whom he
owed nothing at all. All this to say: Mark was not only an accomplished artist, he was a deeply generous and kind human being,
and it is a personal joy to include him in Inscape.
This issue is a very personal one to me. It includes work tl1at I
feel is important, meaningful, and most of all, deserves a place in
tl1e world. So please, read & enjoy.

LB

for Mark Strand & Craig Arnold

DEAREST FATHER,
by Zach T Power
I am the sound of epilepsy
that your mother has at three in the morning
waking you from sleep. she shakes and says softly
let my people go. but you
know that there are no people who follow her.

Power 3

ALONE TREE
Logan Havens

REMEMBER THAT NIGHT
by Mark Strand

"Remember that night in the canoe on the Mississippi?" she
asked, "Remember how the stars shone?"
"Were you with me?" he said. "I thought I was with somebody else."
"That was me," she said, "we paddled and paddled, we went
around and around ."
"I could swear I was with somebody else," he said .
"No, darling, it was me," she said, "It was me. It was me."

Strand 7

CICATRIX
by Lauren Bledsoe
Stripped of its bark, the body knows nothing of water,
yet mns red with it. Not a river, but the way it movesthe last time I saw you. Wrists unravelled , you threw me
into fistfuls of air, not for the wind but for the look of it,
bones broken out of their own shadow. You said my face
looking back at you made you forget your own name.
But of course, what sank through the air wasn't body.
What broke wasn't glass. Even now I want it backchrome in my mouth, the horses outside running red.
I want to be split apart. I want to be cut to my core.
That salt, that hymn. Our quiet violence.
All we wanted, a crack in the light.
A crack in the body, all we got.

Bledsoe 9

ANEMONE
by Craig Arnold

Windflower wildflower the grass wears you in its hair
tatter ofleaf and purple star of petal
How do you keep your balance in the dirt you are so frail
grubbed up in the gardener's palm you wilt
thing of an hour but still the fields fill with your sisters
shivering with the wind in their thin skirts
Maybe you sprang from a god's blood or a murdered lover
But I will say that the pale maiden spilled you
out of her lap when she turned her face from the sun's warmth
and chose the shadows but buried still you remember
these seasons of gray rain this world blurred by tears
are not forever soon it will all be over
Soon she will come back scattering flowers before her
Soon you will raise your head from the grass to praise her
Oh let the sky break and the bud open oh let her bring
all things to peace to the cold blue peace of spring

10

SINCE NOW GOD HATH IMPALD US
by Kylan Rice

1

(The church-porch)

By virtue of the isolating canopy the light not readily
The light in the grouping the straining out of enough
And out of enough I come seldom either heard or seen
And in the pasture lost and in the light impaled
Beyond the pale a surging of what
Might be flags or am I only drawn to the edge

2

(Part of the main)

At a lower height as vector or as isolated habitat
Lapping over isotope and alder leaf or overLapping forfeit and creation at creation's
Heart a lake d ivided from a lake and staved
Therefore gently move across me
It is called morning's light and fettering

3

(Perirrhanterium)

No gesture is alone nor seldom is enough nor is
Our fall forgathered our cataract tlu-ough glass
And slipped from one hand to the next a tax
12

And crashed from one lip to the next a litany
Therein I did not dare to intervene
Nor freely swim the purling of the stream

4

(Sheepfold)

To clarify to study sameness sweetness to let my mind
Be bent still appalled by balsam and balmed by light
Having circled back through pasnirage and n1rned
By bell and book to vector where field has fell to fold
There I render and there I'm wrought
And there I'm folded back and stopped

Rice 13

WAKE UP, MISSILE MAN
by Sam Thayn

Missile Man woke up this morning with a blankety-blank for a
face. He dreams of you and he dreams of me and so we are never
going to see each other again. When he sees us standing outside,
he makes it cold enough to change our faces into angles, into
corners that collect memories like dust. In other words, a field
surrounding a well surrounding a cloud of bats. Certainty is a balloon just leaving your hand.

Thayn 15

THE END
Kalie Garrett

ONLY IN AMERICA WOULD THIS MAKE ANY SENSE
by DallinLaw
the apartment building
sheets billow from each window
exhaled in staggered unison
one thousand bitternesses
become residue
clinging to the underneath parts
machines thus disfigured,
camouflaged as people
earthbound
I'm writing you to tell youasymptomatic asymptote makes contact
a special connection

Law 19

CONTEMPLATING A MANDELBROT SET
by Melissa Morgan

Where does the human mind go?
In places that are not places
That are spaces within spaces.
Infinite depths of things that we know
Infinite thoughts that we try to show
Of places that are not places
Inside spaces within spaces
That is where the human mind goes.

Morgan 21

EGGS
by Sophie Lefens

I remember now,
how to speak to mornings
how to step out of sleep
and break in my skin
I peel back glass and swallow light
I crack three eggs and call it praise

Lefens 23

NOTIONS OF EMPTINESS
by Lauren Bledsoe

In this cage of bone a stranger strikes the sky.
A dress touches the floor. Everywhere the river.
Everywhere the people are turning into trees.
In this country mirrors dissolve like prayers, a pair of birds.
Dusty roads without windows. Someone asks you for the light
you haven't had in years. There is nothing left but water:
the same rain, all this air. A stranger approaches.
And when you open yourself: nothing.
But when you're broken open:
silence clearer than the human voice.

Bledsoe 25

TEETHING FOR MARBLES
Kalie Garrett

GONE
by Katie Pike

The first shower after you've chopped off your hairLike missing a

in a dark flight of stairs

Or pushing up

you no longer wear-

Your sliding hands drop when the

isn't there.

Even contacts suck

from always-low stores

The snunble sends

on a long tour

And years that were

now lie dead on the floor.

step glasses hair coolness dignity yours

Pike 29

THE APTITUDE TEST
by Megan McManama

Multiple Choice Section (please circle correct answer)
1. Person N seems somewhat proficient in kissing; as this is your

first kiss, you find yourself unsure of how to breathe. You
a. Snort as you try to get air through your nostrils.
b. T1y breathing through your eye sockets.
c. Suck the air out of Person N's lungs.
d. Go home.
2. Person S screams at you, "I wish you had never been born!"
You
a. Throw a beany baby in Person S's general direction
because aim has never been a gift of yours.
b. Kick person Sin the groin.
c. Forgive Person S after 12 years.
d . Take a bath; wait for the day when you can move out
of home.
3. Person T, whispers, "I love you." You
a. Kick Person Tin the groin and nm away.
b. Stare at your feet, awkwardly. Let your eyes glide
along the green grass; wish you were a blade of grass.
c. Tell Person T, "I love you too."
d. Wakeup.

McManama 31

4. Passing the campus' indoor track, you pick up the phone to
hear your mother tell you she has cancer. You
a. Decide that this is the end, run into the oncoming
traffic of sprinters.
b. Stare at the puke green carpet blanketing the
concrete floors; wish you were part of the puke green
carpet.
c. Move home.
d. Call Person S, sit in silence together over the news,
and decide to forgive person S.
e. Snort.

£ Call Person T and tell them you love them.
5. Walking home alone, crying, you t1y praying because
a. You were saddened that you gave up, and took a
kick to the eye, and a few steps on the kidney by some
sprinters.
b. You cannot go home.
c. You never told person T that you loved them
d. Your mom has cancer.
True or False Section (please circle correct answer)
6. True or False. You will never be a blade of grass.
7. True or False. The only time you kicked someone in the groin it
was an accident during a game of capture the flag; he was 12.

32

8. True or False. It is too late to tell Person T that you love them.
9 . True of False. You want to go home.

10. True or False. To inspire is derived from the Latin word
Inspirin1s. It means that God will breath into your nostrils.

McManama 33

SAVANNAH
by Lauren Bledsoe

Wind unhinged
and wrecked by light,
you are my own lion:
finely veined marble,
bones swung into a chest
of tree bark and plums,
the slightest tinge
of cinnamon, an amber mane
of fire-spun hair, I am
laced in your air, and
I am leashed between
your teeth, and I am
whistling your name
to each plant I pass,
your name: an insect name,
a storm nan1e, a na111e
scrawled on fenceposts
and birdcages, a name
whispered in sleep
and screamed in dreams,
I am naming your fingers
at dusk and your footsteps
at dawn, names for ilie
sound of you: tl1e silence
just-before ilie hiss of rice
34

poured into pan, I name
your taste and you name
mine: lemon meringue,
pomegranate, peppers split
across the tongue,
wet grass, tobacco, charcoal, sun.

Bledsoe 35

SELAH
Kalie Garrett

WRITTEN DURING A LECTURE ON THE SCIENTIFIC METHOD
by Andrew Bashford

Even the man on the corner, with the trenchcoat
and cane, pronouncing "Wo, wo, [and] wo"
unto shoppers, commuters, and boys skipping
mass, paused when the funnies, like manna,
distilled from the sky.
Some news-office window was open
somewhere, and a plague in four colors,
a newspaper swarm, fluttered to earth,
bearing terrible puns from on high.
From walking to gawking, the Sunday crowds turned
with their fingers towards heaven.
Then the man filled his lungs and rattled
his Bible to bellow a torrent
of brimstone, but a vision restrained
him-a boy and a tiger, a beagle,
a tabby, the scrape of the toaster,
the hiss of the eggs, the bass
of his dad reading jokes at the table.
So the man stowed his prophets,
their sackcloth and ashes. He snatched
up a paper and pushed through the blizzard
to a bench in the square where he stood
and delivered, his voice like his father's, a sermon
from Comics C:4 .
Bashford 39

WATCH TOWN
by Amanda Lockhart

I spent a week in Watch Town. I arrived and I saw that everyone
exhibited pocket watches, and the whole antiquated town clung to
the metal like their newborn child. In coat pockets, carried everywhere, like an extension of their rib cages. The incessant ticking
drove me to the underside of my bed that night and I picked out
all the threads in my sheets. I watched another restless body lay
awake in the corridor until the sun materialized and made him
tired. The townies looked like humans today. I gazed in the pond
that I didn't notice yesterday and saw tl1at all the fish had died. I
never even saw them living. I picked one up and probed its rotted
gills. I peeled away its scales until the blood filled the beds of my
finger nails and I felt a hand. It was still ticking. I looked back
in the pond and witnessed a deceased trout vomiting up another
mangled, golden relic. I ached as I approached the banks where
an old man tore the chain from his watch and broke it link by
link, swallowing each link as he went. I ran to a window where a
woman was drowning hers in the bathroom sink. I ntrned to witness the corridor insomniac dragging his like an empty leash to
the flag pole where he hung it at half-mast. Last night was longer
than I thought; the watches had become obscenities, and I longed
for one.

Lockhart 41

THE PROCEDURE THUS
by Lindsey Webb

He takes in one hand a large grey ream oflinen,
slightly rough. To the woman standing far across he
holds it up, or pushes, tightens. Across the room
she, looking gray, feels slightly rough-stretched
along the bias. No one sees her move. He lays it
down her back and folds it in at her stomach; she
appears to recline, look away, then fall-sharp
edges-inside, taking it with her, growing inward
like a bud.

Webb 43

LAZY BONES
Benjamin Combs

AND THE HEAT GOES ON
by Ann Howells

October: the sure finger of God has set
the Texas oven on high,
construction crews drip like candles,
office towers rise like muffins,
and a rapist stalks East Dallaschoosing victims on jogging trails
and grocery store parking lots,
hiding behind an ordinary face.
There are those who claim
he's sure to be illegal;
others blame an unidentified black man.
FBI profiler says he's white, single,
20 to 35, un- or under-employed,
resentful of women. No shit, Sherlock!
The artist sketch resembles Homer Simpson.
The clerk at Kroger says women ask for it,
but we've already pegged him:
a creepy little twerp 20 to 35,
under-employed, resentful, but
not resembling the sketch.
Jo says our have/have not economy
produces thieves and rapists;
Sidney ties rape to ice cream sales. Uh-uh.
48

Summer is on ove1time,
every blazing sun a golden dollar,
cumulous fails to accumulate. The heat
goes on, and cool won't come.
We hear rattles at our doorknobs,
glimpse shadows at windows,
sweat in our locked rooms,
stalked relentlessly in unrelenting heat.

Howells49

HEARTBREAK 101 IN 3-PART SIMILE
by Jim Davis
Grilled sweet corn, baby. Hawks 3-2 over the Blues and an apron
that said London, Paris , Rome, St. Louis in red stencil.
When he slept, white grubs with black heads covered him
from jaw to splintered toenail, cracked heel, he'd been walking
and said maybe I was born to walk, or maybe I was born
to hold onto things which can't be held: sunlight, dream, most soups thence his passing away, in the traditional sense
since there was nothing left to do. He could untie anything
with his teeth: dependent arising. Fire, red wide long
and terrible. He lived into his 80s with his sister
in the bed beside him-two misers eating rhubarb
pie, drinking chicken stock, raising rare birds, cleaning fish
bowls of water, neon gravel, ceramic divers, castles ...
no fish. I wish I had been good enough for Allegheny, he said,
tl1e college he couldn't get into, but his sister did. He would have
found a wife there, career, new shoes. He drinks black tea, orange
slices dipped in sea salt. The ghosts of their garden
apartment have rearranged tl1e furniture, bent rabbit ears
on a heavy Magnavox. He watched a lot oflocal hockey.
He looked up a stalk of potpourri, named it "wet wood lying
in water" and used it to stoke a fire, which he named "dependence"
and let it do what it did which he knew would someday end.
He named his sister Gotama, braided her hair every morning,
bmshed it nightly. It is easy to fall in love with heavy silent snow.

ORBIT. (A PORTRAIT DRAWN FROM FADING MEMORY)
by Scott Porter
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STOOP
by Jim Davis

Sitting on the front steps as the rain comes in. Call me
one's demeanor through the doo1way of a yurt, or
entering a psychic's dojo through glow-string beads, or
talking to a child, or sitting on the steps
drinking Corona, listening to Duke Ellington play rain.
When I sit I wear a bag on my head, painted like my downstairs
neighbor. Talking too much to a girl with a boyfriend, texting
as the page stipples with hushed early drizzle, warp.
I will map the brain someday. My childhood had a rooster
put to sleep-now there's no way for me to wake.
Sometimes Sheila comes to sit, three hundred pounds soaking wet,
and she is because she walked here from the bus. She brought
baggies of honey baked ham, spiral cut. I like the smell
of her neck, a mix of sweat and perfume. Ifl asked her to
name every worm-eating animal, she'd forget me.
When we sit eve1y color's terracotta, every shape is butter
lettuce fussing in the breeze. Someone else is living
in my hand-me-down sneakers. My favorite pain is too much
ginger. Tonight ifl fall asleep standing up, there will be no noise
to wake me. I am especially regretful, as Sheila is
incapable oflove. Music begins in the teeth
54

of the piano I haven't bought but imagine hoisted up
the building to a window, where I'd look out over the stoop,
listening as it plays itself into the rhythm of the highway
and dogs and birds and rain. They told me if you leave the city
you come back haunted. Deign. Stained with gallant imaginings.

Davis 55

SUMELA MONASTERY
Logan Havens

INSTRUCTIONS ON YOUR FIRST DAY AT WORK
by

Abbie Harlow

Are you listening? No, you're not. I'll say it again, but for heaven's
sake, pay attention this time. I said, by no means should you ever
accept fifty or one-hundred dollar bills from customers. There isn't
a slot for them in the cash register and it's against company policy
anyway. Molly took a fifty from a woman once because that was the
only bill she had, and she'd ordered forty-seven dollars and sixteen
cents worth of McGriddles anyway. Things didn't go over so well
for Molly. Who's Molly? Don't wony about her. She doesn't work
here anymore. Actually, it's her job you're taking. Why do you look
so surprised? If there's a job opening, someone has to lose their job
first, right?
You see that man working the drive-thm window? The one with
the handlebar mustache and the potbelly? Yeah, him. That's Mark.
Stay away from him. He's after my job as Head Fry Cook. Acn1ally,
he's after everybody's job because he'd rather be anywhere besides
the drive-tl111.1. Soon enough, he'll be after your job too. Actually,
come to think of it, he applied for it but got rejected early on. In
fact, it's probably best if you don't talk to him at all.

Harlow 59
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Now, see that kid to the right of Mark? Yeah, the young one with
the freckles . That's George. He regularly steals food from the fryer.
His average haul is one medium-sized container of French fries and
one Big Mac or two hash browns and an Egg McMuffin per day,
depending on which part of the day his shift is . Eve1ybody knows
he steals food, but nobody tells on him 'cause he's the only one who
knows how to fix the McFlurry machine. Don't laugh. That thing
breaks a lot. You should be nice to George. He's alright. He might
even give you some food, if you're nice to him. Like me-he gives
me five French fries a day. He doesn't give Mark anything at all.
Stay away from Mark.
Who's the cashier at the front counter? That's Rachel. She's
been here for a year already. Don't let her perky smile fool youthat's only for the customers. Really, she hates eve1ybody's guts.
Even yours. Especially yours. She hates newbies. It's best to avoid
her. Unless, of course, Mark wants to talk to you. Then you should
strike up a conversation with Rachel as quick as you can. She'll
glare at you, probably swear at you, and most likely yell a little, but
that's a whole lot better than having to cope with the repercussions
of talking to Mark. Molly talked to Mark once. As you'll remember,
she doesn't work here anymore. This is her job you're taking. For
heaven's sake, don't be like Molly.

60

UNTITLED NO. 8
Jacob Haupt

Inscape

AFTER TILLIE OLSEN 'S "I STAND HERE IRONING"
by

Sophie Lefens

I stand here painting my son's bedroom blue and what you asked
me drips heavily under the bmsh.
'Tm sorry I didn't protect you. You're my daughter. I love you.
How can I take care of you now?"
"Take care of you now ... " Even if I did tell you, what good
would it do? You think because you are my mother you can soften
every jag and jab? I have lived for thirry years. There is all the life
that has happened despite you, because of you. And when is there
time to forget? I will make lists of memories in between sips of cold
tea and squeezing pears at the market, trying to smoke out the bad
with the good.
You loved being a mother, pealing open each day's color for my
fresh eyes. In the garden, you put snapdragons on my ears and
called me queen. Why do I remember that most?
You said flossing saved lives and sang to us in your hard, rain
voice while my brother and I marched towards the tub. You taught
me fire and salt and the difference between strength and conceit. I
breathed in the air you exhaled.

64

I was seven and nine and twelve, feeling too much and knowing
too little, and you forgot to edit your sighs. My ears nmed to the
slow build of marital friction and to the dissonance of midnight
weeping. I waited at the edge of the stairs, checking for silence
before I could sleep. And even without hearing, I heard. I swallowed
your grief with my morning cereal.
A fri end of yours, the mother of my middle school best friend,
asked me how you were doing, if there was anything she could do
for you. I said no, she is fine, I will take care of her. But at night you
drooped in my doorway, told me you were too sad and too lonely
before collapsing into my bed. I patted your head as you fell asleep.
I was a hero then, not knowing how you would slowly smear my
childhood sun.
I will never total it all. I will never call you and tell you to how
take care of me now. You were heavy and dark at a time when
children need light. You were a mother of desperate, not calming
love. Your wisdom came too late and is still coming.
So let it be. So all that is in you will not bloom. There is still
enough lefi: to live by. Only know that you are more than this paint
dripping downward, spreading thin, helpless beneath the bmsh.
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REMEMBERING
by

Wesley Turner

Jeremy was changing Mr. Thompson's bed sheets when Sally told
him the apocalypse was undeiway. An asteroid-melting ice caps?
Jeremy didn't quite catch it. There was an endless list of things
to do, and he had learned long ago to take his days one at a time.
But when he entered the rec room during free time, the end of
existence was all anyone wanted to talk about.
"Jeremy, is it trne Berlin has been swallowed by the sea?
"Yes, Jeremy, tell us, have the mountains been made low and
the valleys made high?"
"Is it trne the stars are falling? That the weight of a soul can be
measured at death?"
Jeremy felt uncomfortable. All of the patients were facing him.
He looked at Sally, his fellow CNA, for answers. She shrngged
sadly.
"I don't have any answers," he said finally.
"What?"
"No answers," Jeremy said, loud enough for Mrs. Baumga1tner
to hear. They all moaned.
"We' re afraid," they said, "and no one cares about us."
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"I care for you," Jeremy insisted. "Maybe you should contact
your families?"
"We can't remember their phone numbers," they said.
'Tm sure we've got their numbers around here somewhere," he
said.
"Why can't they call us?" they said.
"Perhaps they don't know our number," he said.
"Can't you make love to Sally?" they said. "We've forgotten what
it's like and how it works."
"Sally is married," Jeremy said. "And the chemistry is all wrong."
The patients moaned again.
"Jeremy," said Mr. Penksy, "Tell us about Michelangelo, won't
you? I've quite forgotten him. I know he was impo1tant once." Mr.
Pensky used to be a teacher, or an artist. Jeremy couldn't remember.
"Michelangelo was an a1tist who lived in Europe. He was a
painter and he liked to paint pictures of God."
"God?" said Mr. Pensky.
"Did he have a family?" Mrs. Bennett said.
"Yes," Jeremy said.
"Was he a good father?"
"Yes, I'n1 sure he was."
"Did his children visit him on Thanksgiving and call during the
week?"
"They always called on Thursday, because that was
Michelangelo's Sabbath (he so often had to work on Sundays),
and Marta brought the sweet potatoes on Thanksgiving, and Boris
brought the cranberry sauce. Harry didn't attend Thanksgiving
because his shrew of a wife insisted they go to her family's ."
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"Oh, yes." And those who could remember became nostalgic
for the old days when Thanksgiving was ruined by controlling
daughters-in-law.
"And which one is God?" Mr. Penksy asked.
"God is God," Jeremy said. "Many people worship him."
"What people?" they said.
"Well, there's Protestants, like Baptists and Methodists, and
there's Catholics, and I've heard of Greek Orthodoxy, and I guess
Jews believe in God too, and Muslims. And Hindus believe in
more than one God, and Buddhists believe in something as well."
"And which do you believe?" they asked.
"My grandmother was a Quaker," he said.
"And which is true?"
'Tm not sure."
"How does one know which God to follow?" Mrs. Bennett
asked, "How can one be sure of their convictions?"
Jeremy thought hard. "We could all make bets."
"Yes! We like that!" they said. Mr. Bennett bet on the Jehovah's
Witnesses, and Mrs. Bennett bet on the Unitarians. None of
them argued, because none of them remembered where they had
worshipped as chi ldren. There were a surprising number of votes
for the Zoroastrians because Mrs. Abernathy had observed that it
sounded like an exotic and beautiful flower. Mrs. Baumgattner bet
on Darwin until everyone started booing.
When the ve1y last bet was made, the door to the building flew
open, and flames and smoke erupted around the room.
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"Can you see, Jeremy? Can you see who it is?" they said. They
wanted to know so they could enjoy their winnings for a few more
moments of mortality.
Jeremy stared at the person in the doorway for a long time. He
saw the features; he could see the eye color and the clothes. But he
had no idea who it was.
"Why, it's Michelangelo!" Jeremy shouted, raising his hands
over his head and laughing. There were tears streaming down his
eyes. Sally kissed him.
Everyone cheered until, a few moments later, they each forgot
about the apocalypse and Ahura Mazda and the weight of souls
and returned instead to their dominoes.
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RUBIES
by

Sophie Lefens

You know that it has been weeks since he last washed his sheets,
but you decide that you don't mind. It smells like stale shampoo
and leftover sweat; like morning bodies, even at night. The smell
is dimly masculine and it reminds you of your dad and sometimes
you like what's foul so long as it's familiar.
You lie next to this man/ boy/guy in a tourniquet of sheets,
tasting new love like infants gumming solids. But this thought
of your dad moves like ink underwater, spreading and thinning
into see-through memories of Greek myths in the grass and your
mother hating jazz and fuck you from inside the master bedroom.
Then more, the cmtches he used when he broke his leg driving
dmnk and you said nothing, and then tents zipped open, which
somehow sounds both wet and dry.
You know these thoughts are out of place so you push them
aside, literally moving your head back and forth quickly like a
cartoon shaking off a dropped anvil and you laugh at yourself for
being cartoonish and you laugh to the man beside you, who knows
only that you're burying your chin into his neck and laughing
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because ha ha ha, you are having such a good time and isn't this
cozy and cute?
And maybe it is a good time and maybe you don't mind sharing
this zero-neck-suppo1t pillow because you like the way it feels, easy
and nice, having his head rest next to yours.
In the morning, alone, you sit on the edge of the bed and notice a tiny black stain at the very end of the sheets where your feet
spent the night. You look closer, and see that this black freckle is
actually the color of mbies without sun, and when he comes back
into the room you ask, and he tells you he cut his toe last week and
he laughs because he knows that you think it is gross but he takes
pride in it like a ten-year-old with a dead frog and you think, what
a sad misdirected attempt at manhood
Outside it's wet-towel raining, no lightning or thunder, just
steady slow soaking.
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THE WAY THINGS GROW
by

Emma Hoskisson

There are rooms here we don't know what to do with. We planted
them, and they grew, and now there are rooms all around us and
we don't know what to do. They're beautifol rooms. I'm amazed,
we only planted them on a whim. We had this room, this first one
we began with, we were cutting out the flesh . It was just time, you
know? And we found the seeds. We laid them out to dry. In the late
August sun. Maybe that's why these rooms have so many windows,
they love the sun. I've filled these three up with things I found on
the ground. That, yes, that plastic toy there, I found him on the
floor of a sushi restaurant. Spotted him immediately while waiting
to be seated, a nice hidden joint in a section of downtown, saw the
little plastic guy and thought, Maybe a kid'll come back for him?
Sometimes I find something on the ground and think, Some kid
must miss that, so I leave it. Sometimes I hope other people will see
it and think about the kid who must be missing his toy car. I'll set
it on the yellow parking block next to the grass at the edge of the
parking lot and hope other people see it and think about all of the
people who have seen that toy. Then I hope the little kid gets his
car back.
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It's snowing outside now, you can see it well out of that east
window in the back room. One time I was watching the snow fall
in that room and I wished I had a wood-burning stove and then I
had one. I had to go outside during the snow-it was ok, it was a
light snowfall, more like a haze of flakes gently falling, you knowand cut down a tree. Then I thought, what have I done? This has
to dry out. This has to dry out just like the seeds for my rooms did,
in the late August sun. So I placed the tree parts on the coffee table
and I sat on the empty wood-burning stove and watched the snow
fall until late August. Then the tree and I laid outside in the sun
together, and when we were botl1 d1y we curled up in tl1e ground
and grew.
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PAPERCLIP
by

Zach T. Power

this is the story about michael. he is a novelist. or was a novelist. it's
hard to say, seeing that he could be anything by now. but he was
the kind of novelist that would take a rather large and wide piece
of paper and sharpen a tiny pencil. he would start to write a story
on his paper. but when michael sta1ted to write his story, he didn't
know what to write. he looked out the window and saw a bird fly
by in the sky, and wrote down on his paper a bird flew by in the sky
and then someone knocked at his door, and he wrote someone is
knocking at my door. well, the person at his door kept knocking,
and he wrote this person at my door is knocking persistenly. he
rather liked that line. so, gaining courage from a mediocre line,
he wrote about the person who was knocking at his door. with his
tiny pencil, he wrote that it was his mom knocking at the door,
whom he invited inside his house and asked her, what are you
doing at my house. and she said that she wanted to run a race with
him. michael hadn 't nm any races since he was a boy, and he was
caught off guard. mom, he said, I can't run a race with you. I am
writing a novel. he folded his arms. so his mother held out running
shoes and asked, what's a novel. and he told her that it's a sto1y on
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a really big piece of paper, so1t of she said, well, what is your st01y
about. it's about a dragon that goes into town and eats a bunch of
sheep, michael said as he walked back to his paper. oh, dear-how
morbid, she said. michael looked at her. mom, the story is about
a dragon. dragons aren't morbid, they blow fire and fly in the sky
and besides, this dragon was getting sleepy after eating so many
sheep, so he went to his cave and he fell asleep and then he sta1ted
to have a dream. the dragon started to dream about a herd of goats
that were climbing the mountain and looking for a little boy goat.
and the little boy goat was at the top of the mountain painting
a picture. his mom and his dad were looking for him because
tl1ey wanted him to eat his dinner and go for a walk around the
neighborhood, but he was painting a picmre of a man who was
trying to catch a really big salmon in alaska. and the man who was
fishing had his son next to him. his son was nying to catch a shark,
and his dad laughed and said, son, I love you, but tl1ere aren't any
sharks in alaska. and then tl1e son started to reel in his fishing line.
it was really tight and the boy was trying so hard to reel the shark
in, and the dad said, woah, son, I think you are catching a shark.
and the son said, dad, this is a big shark. and the dad said you can
do it son, and the son did it and they took the shark home and they
ate it for dinner, and the dad said that catching a shark in alaska
reminded him of his grandpa, and tl1e dad started to c1y, and the
boy wanted to know what a grandpa was and told his dad that he
was okay. it's okay dad. we caught a shark and I love you. and the
dad said thanks son. they listened to the stars and then the boy
asked his dad, what is a grandpa. and the dad told his son about
his grandpa. who was an old man who had a library of books and
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the books were all sorts of colors. there were blue books and red
ones, and books that had every color on the cover and there was
even a book that wasn 't any color at all. and the old man would
stand at the front of his libra1y with a smile with lemon drops in
his pockets, which are little candies that look like magazines. and
the old man would give lemon drops to all the people that came to
his library, but nobody came. and the old man would smile even
though he was alone without any friends. and sometimes he would
eat his own lemondrops , and sometimes he would stand on a box
and read his favorite books out loud with his voice so everybody
could hear him tell a story about a lonely pillow. you see, this
lonely pillow lived in a lonely place called an orphanage. and in the
orphanage there were lots of little boys and little girls who didn't
have moms or dads. they were just kids, and they loved being just
kids, but they missed their moms and dads. and they would sit
around in the dark with all their little heads on this lonely pillow
and tell each other stories about how tl1ey were going to find tl1eir
dads or meet their moms at a park that had a pond that had a boat,
and a little orphan boy would go on a boat with his mom and the
mom would hold his head and tell him that she loves him. and a
little orphan girl would say, yes. and I would see you, little orphan
boy, at the park with your mom, and I would say hi and my dad
would say hi to you, but I would yell hi really loud and not with my
hand because I have ice cream in my hand and my dad does too
and his other hand is holding mine and we can't wave because our
hands are holding ice cream and family. and my dad would take
me home on his shoulders and he would tell me stories about my
mom as we walked home to meet her. and the dad would tell the
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little girl who wasn't an orphan anymore, you have the best mom in
the world. one time she went to your brothers house and knocked
on his door, because she wanted to nm a race with him, but he
never answered the door. we went inside and he was spilled all red
on a large piece of white paper. he had shot himself in the head.
after the funeral I saw that he had written: dear mom, a bird flew
by in the sky. I thought of you and the dragons we slayed together
when I was young. I thought about the time you and dad found me
in the mountains, I thought about the fishing and the books, and,
now that I am grown, about how absent I ...
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VIENTRE
by

Rebekah W. Olson

"The waters compassed me about, even to the soul: the depth
closed me round about, the weeds were wrapped about my head."
Jonah 2:5
When Habib stepped into the road in front of the Santa Marta
Airp01t his shoes sank into the mud up to the knobby bone in his
ankle. Two women selling odds and ends on the concrete beside
him clucked their tongues.
"You see," one whispered to the other in Spanish, "he is not
Colombian. To step into the mud, and in white shoes ... "
The other, on a bucket beside her, swatted at flies over the
plantains. "Then he is a tourist," she said, raising an eyebrow and
pointing at the man with her chin, "and he needs new shoes."
"Meester!" she cried in English, standing up to wave a long,
saggy arm at the assottment of plastic sandals they sold, "Meester,
we have shoes!"
Habib sighed. The clinic in Philadelphia felt very far away.
While he scraped the mud from his shoes on the concrete, the
women watched him. Habib was short, sho1ter than any of the
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other medical students in his year. His name and darker skin often
led those in Philadelphia to believe he was Indian, but he wasn't.
Habib was a name his mother found in a newspaper, a paper halfsubmerged in mud. He was Colombian; he was home.
The women watched with lazy curiosity, one standing and the
other seated. Once he had both shoes on and was clapping the
mud from his hands, the first woman hobbled to his side.
"Meester, you need shoes?"
Habib smiled, but shook his head. In Spanish, he replied, "No,
thank you. I can wash them ." Both women blinked in surprise,
and then laughed and laughed, patting his shoulders, his back, his
head.
"Where are you from?" they asked. When he just smiled weakly
and looked at his hands, the women decided not to press the issue.
They patted his shoulders again. "Welcome," they said, and then
walked back to their buckets.
Habib waited an hour for a taxi, a duffel bag with a few clothes
and his medical supplies tucked under his arm. He looked down
the road to the north. That's where he was expected.
The medical clinic for the Red Cross was in the middle of
the northern hills of Colombia, an area lush with bamboo, ivory
nut palms, and orchids. He had tried to apply to residencies
everywhere else but here-the Cleveland Clinic, Duke University
Hospital, Venice Regional Medical Center-but couldn't outshine
the competition. In the end, he used his birth certificate and
fluent Spanish to secure a last minute position with doctors in
the Colombian Red Cross Society. The country was always at war
with itself in some way, and American medical volunteers and
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professionals had been in the country for years. Habib had avoided
the memories and mud of his country for more than fifteen years,
and within thirty minutes of his plane landing, both were already
firmly secured to his white American shoes.
When Habib was a boy, Colombia was always red. Mud, beans,
blood. When he was nine-years-old, his father came into their
shanty with a rusty revolver in the basket of goods he brought back
from the village. Habib remembered that he watched his father's
short, square fingers as he lifted the gun and turned to his wife.
"Sophia," his father said, "I will go to Riohacha in the morning."
He put the gun high on a shelf above their matted blankets. "My
brother is there. He's in trouble."
Habib remembered that his mother stiffened, then mrned
away. She picked up a plantain with her thin fingers and as she
peeled away the thick membrane from the fruit she nodded her
head without speaking. Three weeks later, when his father's body
was sent home, they could not recognize it. Habib had to peel away
the clothing before they could wash him for burial.
More than twenty years later, the memory still sent a dull
buzzing down his spine and he shivered, looking away from the
road toward his home.
When the taxi still had not arrived and the sun had begun to set,
the two women pulled out great tarps to roll their goods in, placing
the large parcels on their broad, bony backs. As they walked away,
one turned and called out to him.
"If you want to get somewhere, you should cross the street and
ask the truck driver. He is taking a load of laborers to the fields in
the south, and will help you if you ask." She mrned and waved her
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hand over her head. "Or wait for the bus heading north. It should
be here when the sun sets." Then she hobbled to catch up to the
other, their bodies bent from the weight of their loads; old women
bobbing through the crowd like wounded crabs.
Habib looked to the horizon and determined that the bus
should be there in a few minutes. In a few moments he would head
north and would arrive at the clinic by midnight.
He followed the road with his eyes, the red of the mud
diminishing into a needle-thin line as it got closer and closer to
the horizon.
Red. It would always be red here.
His shoes, his father, his profession.
All red.
He felt the buzz in his spine again and realized, finally, that it
was fear. He knew he was not strong, or talented, or determined.
He'd known ita longtime, but in this place he could not hide from
it. His father, and eventually his mother, died believing he would
save his family, but he became a doctor to escape.
He was a doctor, and he was afraid of blood.
At this thought, he turned away from the horizon, away from the
direction of the clinic and away from the bus that would carry him
there. He couldn't get back on the plane, but he could stall until he
figured out what to do.
He stepped gingerly through the mud until he found his way
to the other side of the road to the truck. A tall man-taller than
any Colombian he had ever seen-stood at the back of the vehicle,
connecting a large metal frame and tarp cover to the bed. As Habib
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approached him, the man stopped, wiped the sweat from his suntanned forehead, and put a hand on his bony hip.
"A storm is coming tonight, a large one," the man said, grabbing
the tarp cover and shaking it to check that it was secure. After a
moment he wiped his hands on his pants and pointed at Habib's
luggage. "They sent you over." It was more a statement than a
question, but Habib nodded.
"The women said you were going south," Habib said. ''I'll pay
you to take me with you."
At that moment, a group of young men in thin, faded shirts and
dirt-stained jeans came out of the building in front of the tmck,
laughing and raising dust.
"If you can find a place in the tmck," the driver said, "I'll take
you."
Balancing himself on tools and old woolen blankets between
the others, Habib gripped the side of the tmck bed and listened
to the conversations of the young men. The ribbed tarp above the
tmck shielded them from the cool night breeze. Most of the men
casually ignored him. He could tell they had worked together for
a while. They had a way of relying on nods and winks to tell jokes,
hiding the punch line that everyone knew except for Habib. The
sunset over the hills and the jostling of the tmck, combined with
the friendly banter of the laborers brought Habib to a fitful sleep.
In his dream he saw hjmself at the clinic in Philadelphia, the
blinds of the windows cutting strips of sunlight across IV drips;
rough, thin blankets; anguished faces; empty chairs. He marveled
at his hands, which seemed bloated and pink. He watched himself,
with a clipboard at his side, lean over a patient. With a bump of the
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truck his dream shifted, and Habib found himself holding a tom
cloth, blood on his hands.
"They took her behind the trees," he heard someone say. He
turned to face the voice and watched himself move as if in water.
The cloth in his hand rippled in unseen currents. There was no
one behind him, but water flowed under the door of the office and
swirled around his feet. Habib could hear the sound of the truck
and the men, but could not escape the foggy hold of his dream.
"Your mother was at the post office waiting for your letter and
they took her behind the trees," he heard again. In his dream, he
took a step back and tripped. He sn,mbled, looked behind him,
and saw his mother standing beside the hospital bed with her eyes
closed. Her long, thin fingers were clasped in front of her chest, her
lips were moving as if saying a silent prayer. She opened her eyes,
looked at Habib, and said nothing.
"Amigo!"
Habib startled awake. The men were gathered around him in
the truck. Habib felt his own forehead and closed his eyes. Rain
thumped against the tarp above them.
"Here," A man across from him held out a beer, "To bring you
back to earth."
Habib nodded weakly, took the beer, but did not drink it.
Another man, nearer to the cab, whispered under his breath,
"He was whimpering like a child. Like a stray dog."
The man who had given Habib the beer beat the side of the
trnck and pointed at the man near the cab.
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"Shut your mouth, Luis! You embarrass yourself with your
stupidity." Luis jumped at the unexpected reprimand. After a
moment he curled his lip in disgust, and shmgged.
"Drink it," the man prompted Habib again. "It will help. I'm
Ramon."
Habib shook his hand and took a swig from the beer can.
He hadn't had a drink for ten years. He felt the liquor reach his
fingertips and buzz beneath his nails.
"You're not a laborer," Ramon stated.
Habib nodded. 'Tm a doctor for the Red Cross. I just got here
from America this evening."
The men around him started to whisper excitedly. Habib put
down his beer and looked around the group.
"Excuse us," Ramon said, "but we were just talking about the
revolt in the North. We all have family there. We heard a doctor
would be coming."
"It's getting worse there," another man whispered. "They say
the revolt has left hundreds dead. They are left to bleed in the
streets. The volunteers refose to leave the clinic."
Luis brought a cigarette to his lips and turned to Habib, Luis's
eyes narrowed to thin, dark slits. "If you are the doctor for the Red
Cross clinic in the North, why are you heading south?"
The men were silent. Habib felt their eyes on his face, his
shaking hands, his chest as he breathed. He looked down at the
beer he held. He thought of his dream, of his own bloated hands.
He thought of the bloody strip of cloth rippling at his side. He
looked up at the men watching him.
"Because I am a coward," he said.
Olson 93

Inscape

The wind whipped the truck around the slick mud road and the
rain fell so steadily and violently that a metallic hum began to fill
the truck bed.
"You should not be here," Ramon said quietly.
Luis grabbed the metal frame of the tarp above his head and
stood up in the truck bed. "This man is running away from our
families. There are people dying because of him ," He looked at
Habib, the cigarette between Luis's thumb and index finger now.
"You can be a man and choose to go, or we will choose for you."
The men looked from Luis to Habib. There was a clap of thunder and the truck swerved in the mud. Each man grabbed the tmck
side.
"Perhaps we should vote," one man ventured. He looked at Luis.
"To be fair."
Luis sniffed and sat back down.
"Please," Habib stood up shakily and put out his hand to calm
the men, "You ... you don't need to vote. I will get out myself "
Ramon shook his head. "You can wait until we reach Cienaga.
That's where we stop tonight. "
"No," Habib shook his head, "Luis is right. I deserve this."
He pointed at the storm, at tl1e wind whipping the rain against
the tarp. 'Tm afraid of the North and the people there. I've been
mnning away when I should be rescuing your families."
Luis folded his arms across his chest and inhaled deeply from
his cigarette. "Then jump," he said, "Prove you're not a dog."
"Luis!" Ramon shouted. "That proves notl1ing-what's tl1e
point of forcing him north if he dies before he gets there! We will
stop at the next town."
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It was silent in the bed of the tmck. The other men looked from
Ramon to Luis; both men sat rigidly staring at the other from
opposite sides of the tmck. No one looked at Habib.
Evenn1ally, Luis exhaled a puff of smoke and closed his eyes.
"Do what you want. I don't care about stray dogs. They carry
vimses." Ramon stood up in a rage, one fist raised and the other
rested protectively on Habib's shoulder.
Habib looked down at Ramon's hand . It was the hand on his
shoulder that was the worst insult of all. In that instance he knew
how the men viewed him. Despite Ramon's kindness, he was not
equal to them. More to prove something to himself than anything
else, he pushed his way to the end of the tmck, knocking knees
with several men, and jumped headfirst into the storm.
The hum from the truck was instantly replaced by the gust of
wind and rain. When his face hit the mud, he felt the shock of
sudden pain as his cheekbone and jaw absorbed the impact of his
fall. He rolled violently for several feet, his arms and legs whipping
wildly. When his mind caught up with him, he pulled in his arms
and straightened his legs in an effort to reduce damage. He slowed
down a few moments later; mud caked his clothes, his nose, his
hair. He n1rned his head to look for the tmck. Through the rain
he made out red brake lights in the distance, and heard distant
shouting. He did not move. He allowed the rain to beat his bmised
face . A moment later, the lights disappeared and the sound of the
tmck's engine bounced haphazardly through the wind.
Habib forced himself to stand. With the adrenaline he still had,
he began walking down the road in the opposite direction, rain
pounding his shoulders, mud between his teeth. As he took a few
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steps, he felt the air begin to vibrate with the sound of another
truck. He saw the headlights move over his back and light the path
before him. With a screech, the truck swerved to a stop beside him.
"Are you crazy!" the driver shouted through rain. Habib was
relieved to see it was not the driver from before. "I almost hit you! "
Habib raised a hand and apologized. "Do you have room for mE
in your truck? You're heading north, no?"
The driver was a fat man, with splotched, stretched skin. Empt)
beer cans rolled around his passenger seat.
"You have a strange accent," the fat man said .
'Tm Colombian. I studied in America. I need to go north. "
The driver rolled his small black eyes at Habib and jabbed a
finger toward the uncovered truck bed. "You're too dirty to sit up
here. You can ride in the back as far as Santa Maita."
Habib walked slowly to the back and pulled himself into the
truck bed. A second later the driver sped off, the tail whipping in
the mud. Habib struggled to grab the side of the truck. The driver
seemed unaware of the wild slipping and jerking of the truck in
the mud and wind. Habib felt himself grow green from the shifts
and jerks of the drive and threw up as he grappled for a steady
handhold. Through the cab window the driver laughed and called
out to Habib. "How are you feeling, little minnow? Are you done
swimming in Colombia? Does it storm like this in los Estados
Unidos?" He laughed heartily to himself again and drank from a
can in his car.
Habib trembled from tl1e effort to hold on in the rain . As the
truck swerved along the road, Habib closed his eyes and wondered
what time it was.
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As the tmck sputtered wildly up one of the hills, a flash of
lightning illuminated the entire landscape. The driver gasped and
choked on his beer, twisting the steering wheel violently to tl1e
left. Habib clung desperately to the msted holes in the bed of the
tmck as it flipped through tl1e rain. He felt the tires under him lift
off the ground, his body floating in the nimble of dirt and metal.
When the tmck crashed a few yards downhill, it landed upside
down, tl1e cab cmshed and tl1e bed of the tmck caging Habib in
a box of metal and mud. Habib still held to the msted holes in the
tmck bed, which were now above him, and realized he was still
screaming.
When tl1ey found him later, Habib did not initially tell them his
name. They found the tmck three hours after tl1e crash, when the
storm had stopped, and it took eleven men to lift it enough for him
to crawl out. They gathered around him, gently patting him on the
back as he stumbled between them.
"You are a real hombre," they said excitedly. "Trapped in a
smoking tmck for three hours!" They watched him intently,
waiting for him to explain.
Habib looked down at his hands, bleeding and raw. He looked
at the mud on his clothes, his white shoes. Then he looked up at the
crowd of men around him.
'Tm Colombian," he said.
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I FORGET WHAT YOU MEAN TO ME
Benjamin Combs

CHUCK TAYLOR BLUES
by

Mel Henderson

1. When I was thirteen, the pink-cheeked counter girl at a frozen
yogurt shop gasped and called over a co-worker to show him that
our eyes-mine and my mother's-were exactly the same: the
same blue, same bones, same eyelashes. As if we were the same

girl, now and later. My motl1er quietly rolled her eyes.
2. My mom called me a "difficult shopper," especially for school
clothes, because she always had to ask. Did I prefer the navy skirt
over than the tartan? The herringbone or the plain pea coat? Did
I prefer the cordovan penny loafers or the chestnut ones? Sure, I
said, and I picked one, trying not to roll my eyes.
3. Once, when I was six or seven, I bit heron the arm through the
grey wool of her tailored suit. I don't know why I did it; I was never
a biter. I remember the taste of the wool. I remember her scream
and how she sent me away. I don't remember being punished.
4. I wore them all at least once-the khaki skirt, the cordovan
loafers, the plain pea coat-so that they wouldn't go to waste. Most
of the time, I wore jeans and yellow Chuck Taylors.
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5. When I drove her especially crazy she would declare, like
issuing a curse, that one day I will have a daughter just like me,
and then-then I will know what I have put her through.
6. I am the mother of three boys. Now I will never know what I
put her through.
7. She said females are mean; they can't be tmsted. She didn't
say "girls." She said "females." Men make better friends, she said,
so she had hoped to have only boys. But of course once she had
three wonderful females, she said she wouldn't change a thing.
Not even cursing me with a wonderful female of my own.
8. Between the ages of fourteen and eighteen, I went through
three pairs of yellow Chuck Taylors and one pair or cordovan penny
loafers.
9. An immigrant businessman friend said I get my looks from
my mother. He said, "This is good for you." I think my mother
is pretty so I was flattered. He said I get my personality from my
father. He said, "This is lucky for you."
10. I've been told two different stories about the moments just
after my birth: (1) Because breastfeeding should commence at
once, she suckled me immediately. (2) Because the delivery had
been unspeakably painful, she asked the doctor to knock her out
immediately. I have never asked her which really came first.
11. Why would a mother ask to be knocked out-to vanish into
the unconscious dark-just when the worst part is over and the
reward has arrived?
12. What do the mothers of mothers know that I, a mother of
fathers, may never know?
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13. When she was teaching me how to use mascara, she
declared that women with rounder, cat-like faces are universally
considered more beautiful. She lamented that her face is not catlike. She denounced the shape of her elegant nose, the curve of her
modest lips. But my face, my shapes-God gave me better things.
God always gave me better things. She slammed a door to go think
about that.
14. I do not know if Chuck Taylors come in cordovan or
chestnut.

15. If I'd had a daughter, I know I would have dressed her in
tiny little yellow Chuck Taylors while she was still too small to bite
me.
16. We recently walked into an ice cream shop, my three boys
and I. The girl behind the counter smiled when she noticed my
sons all have brilliant blue eyes-and that each has his own
distinct shade of blue.
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Jacob Haupt

ROCK
by

Wesley Turner

The four of us were busy with college and one of us was poor, but
we decided to get passes at the local climbing gym.
Back when Sarah was in middle school, she attached her harness wrong and her forearm learned how to make a right angle.
She used to get scared of slipping when she started climbing again,
but now she isn't afraid. She climbs and falls and climbs and falls
and uses up all my time belaying her. Her boyfriend bought a ring
without telling her and then he proposed in the mountains. She
said yes-what else could she say in a place so close to God? When
Sarah gets to the top, panting with her chalky fingers clinging to
that last plastic rock, she whispers to her rope thank you thank you
for catching me. You're always there to catch me.
James talks about grigris and ice climbing. He says that if he
can't find his climbing shoes he can buy a new pair, and that he's
fat and it's okay. He laughs because some rocks are called "jugs"
and because the men constantly have to readjust their harnesses.
At the top of his climb he says-loudly-you needn't worry rope, I
don't intend to fall. You know just as well as anyone that I've never
fallen before.
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Lenny used to snmer, and he didn't read well, so he had to go
to a special school for a while. Whatever school he went to compounded his awkwardness and then he started wearing glasses.
Still, he climbs gracefolly. The first girl he ever kissed wept because
it was snowing and Cold play was going in the background and can
you believe that? It was her first kiss too, and she'd waited a long
time for it. She said sorry, sorry and he said its okay and kissed her
agam.
I sn1mble now and then when I climb, but I'm decent. When
I get to the top, I glance down at the three of them, so far below,
feeling guilty that of the four of us I'm glad I'm me. I nirn to my
rope, about to thank it, about to wish it a nice day. Instead my rope
speaks to me. It tells me to find some real rock, to get out from
under this ceiling and feel the cold earth pressing on my hands. It
tells me to try falling where no one can catch me.
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WHO DOESN'T WANT TO JUST DISAPPEAR?
Benjamin Combs
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WE'LL TAKE THE GOLF BALLS TO OUR GRAVES
by

Hadley Griggs

My grandpa lived through the Great Depression. He didn't talk
about it much, but he carried the evidence in his house; when
he dragged his way out of those dusty, gritty years, he came with
a bitter smile and the incessant need to surround himself with
things. He built a nest in his basement: a mixture of canes, posters,
records, doorknobs, chairs, pipes, screws, and everything else. Oh,
and golf balls.
Oh, the golf balls.
My family likes to tell a story about the golf balls. He had boxes
upon boxes of them-and not shoeboxes, either. Big boxes, like
the kind you pack up 1Vs to move in. They were all organized, too.
By make and by number. "Titelist 7s" one box said. "Carroway 9s"
was another. I'd estimate over six thousand golf balls, ferreted away
in that basement-nest.
The story is the story of how he lost his glasses. He was out on the
golf course one day, as he always was. (Not golfing. He just picked
up after the golfers to add to his collection.) And he saw a golf ball.
As usual. When he bent over to pick it up, his glasses fell off of
his face. But when his hand went to reach for his glasses, he saw
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another golf ball. So he grabbed it. And then two feet away, another
golf ball. So he walked over and grabbed that. And then another.
So he walked a few more feet and grabbed that. Pretty soon, he had
wandered so far away from his glasses that he was left standing in
the middle of the golf course, arms full of golf balls, with not a clue
where he had left his glasses.
The story of how the golf balls had made him walk away from
his eyesight and he was always embarrassed when we told it.
For his eightieth birthday my mom and her siblings took my
grandpa to San Francisco. Not because he was born there but
because they thought it would be fi.111. I remember thinking that he
wouldn't like it there. There were no golf courses in the city. How
would he get to enjoy his favorite hobby?
But apparently it was fi.111. He loved it and I used to wonder why.
I took a trip to San Francisco the summer after my twentieth
birthday. I hadn't really meant it as an homage to my grandpa,
or as a pilgrimage to the golf-ball-less city that he had enjoyed so
much. I just wanted to walk the pier, take picmres of a few bridges,
and eat a lot of expensive food .
As soon as I emerged from the dim subway station and into the
light of Market Street, I was overwhelmed by the sudden barrage
on my senses.
Antique books! 50 % select genres: literature, history, atlases , and
more!
Victoria's Secret: New. Simple. Sexy.

In with the new-shop Banana Republic.
Everywhere I looked there were sleek fashions, beautiful
women , and clearance sales. This was culn1re; the advertisements
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were the veins that pumped blood through the city. I reveled in the
sensationalism that was Market Street, and I had the feeling that
my grandpa and I weren't so different. There weren't any golf balls
but the city wasn't holding back. It was still so full of things.
When my grandpa died we had to clean out his basement.
His nest. There just wasn't anything to do with most of his things
besides throw them away. I remember, during the purge, asking
my mom why my grandpa had kept so much .
"Did he have plans to do anything with this sniff?"
She was going through a box of wing nuts with a frown on her
face. "I don't think so."
I watched her sift through them. "What are you looking for?"
She didn't even bother to look up from the task. "Something
valuable."
"Are wing nuts not valuable?"
"Not a box of old wing nuts. These are pretty much just junk."
And I sat there, in my grandpa's basement, wondering why he
felt happier when he had surrounded himself with "pretty much
just junk." I thought of my grandma, who had died early on in their
marriage. I thought of my aunts and uncles, who moved out of the
house so early. And I thought of my grandpa wandering through
that empty house and filling it with "pretty much just junk." With
things.
The golf ball boxes were the last thing we went through. The
whole family gathered in the basement and stared at all of those
boxes. I remember my Uncle Eric asking the obvious question:
"What are we going to do with all of these golf balls?"
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During my trip I went to the corner of Haight and Ashbury.
They say it's where the Beatles first smoked weed-where tl1ey
first learned to transcend the material world and access ilieir tme
potential. I went to admire the shrine: tile flowers, the cards, tl1e
photographs. As I stood mere a woman-overweight, dirty, and
decked out in foll hippie regalia-started picking at the shrine. At
first, I thought she was just going through the gifts to choose what
she wanted to take home; how could anyone pass up free roses, free
signed posters, free, free, free? But then, I saw her pulling out dead
flowers, rearranging multicolored afro wigs, and picking up the litter. I realized she wasn't picking at the shrine; she was pmning it.
Showing her respect by taking care of it.
I was already touched by her devotion. But upon even closer
scmtinization, I saw someiliing that I will never forget. I saw her
pick up a letter-"To the Beatles" typed in bold across the topand rip the bottom piece off I furrowed my brows and leaned just
a little more fo1ward to see what was written on me scrap. "Love,
your friends, the staff of Barney's Grill." Their hours of operation
might also have been typed there. She cmmpled up the scrap
and moved on to the next letter. From tl1at one, she pulled off the
business card and cmnched it in the same hand as Barney's ad. On
and on, wiili meticulous diligence, she cleansed the shrine of each
token of advertisement, until I thought John Lennon would rise
from me dead and embrace her. She was a rebel, fighting against
the worship of things.
And I couldn't think of a better form of devotion iliat that
simple, quiet act of defiance.
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I don't remember much about my grandpa's funeral; people
spoke, I'm sure they told jokes and everyone got to pay their
respects. What I do remember were the golf balls. My uncle had
grabbed an armful from my grandpa's basement and had brought
them to the funeral. Maybe in an attempt to be funny, he had put
them in a little drawer in the casket. When the pallbearers lifted
tl1e casket, you could hear those golf balls rolling around in the
drawer. When the hearse drove the casket to the plot, tl1ere was that
unmistakable growl of plastic-polymer on wood. When the casket
was lowered into the ground, all I could think of were those golf
balls.
And I wonder: would he have been happy, knowing tl1ose would
follow him to his grave? Can his soul be at peace, knowing that the
same golf balls that littered his nest, tl1at took his eyesight, that
filled that hole in his Great-Depression-heart are nestled under six
feet of dirt, keeping him company as he n1rns to dust? Or are they
just another awkward gesture, another testament of things, from
those of us who can still draw comfort from cold plastic in our
hands?
I wonder if that woman would see them as some sort of sign
of respect. Or maybe she would come into the graveyard late one
night, dig up the casket, and meticulously remove each one of
those golf balls and let my grandpa decay in peace.
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AT NEWPORT BEACH
by
Emma Richey Natter

In November the water at Newport Beach is pretty cold, but I still
swim for a good half hour before the waves wear me out and my
arms and legs start to chill and I walk-hop to my towel while the
waves push me from behind. When I sit down I watch my aunt
Chari, who's still swimming in the ocean, while I grab handfols of
sand, the grains sieving through my fingers. When a smooth-faced
wave rises up, I can see Chari's body shadowing the top layers of
ocean before the pile of water comes crashing down and her body
jolts to the sandy bottom. She stands up, shakes her head, slicks
her hair back, spits a couple of times, and then dives back under
the next wave to do it again. I watch Chari get pummeled to the
ground again and again.
My dad told me that when they'd go fishing, Chari was the
one who'd stay next to the river afterward, slitting open the
fish from the tail to the throat and rinsing out their guts in the
river to bleed swirling ribbons. I like to picture her, sliding two
fingers between the flaps of skin and peeking in, like checking
a patient's chart before flipping it open. She counts the pulse of
her patients, taking their blood pressure, and the muscles and
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blood and other organs slide down her fingers, back into the
cool river.
When she grew up and she and her boyfriend, Steve, got
pregnant and they got married and moved away from my dad's
family to Kansas City and had four children, Steve would spend
all of their money and blame Chari for their problems because
she hadn't gone to college. Then he'd threaten to kill himself
if she ever left him. But one day when he went to work, she
packed up everything in their house into black garbage bags
and buckled the four kids into their seat belts while they sucked
on ftuit snacks and she drove to her sister's house in Utah. Steve
was surprised when he came home and no one was there, so he
kicked a few things and broke a few pictures and shouted and
then he turned on the TV while he waited for her to call. But she
never did. Instead, she went to college, got a nursing degree,
they got divorced, and she married a kind man.
I think about this while I watch her because of, well, because
of a recent break up. I felt I had learned how to compromise
and to please and to give and what I got in return was an
unexpected avalanche of white, salty water in my sinuses and
kelp in my swimsuit. And the whole experience has been
getting retrospectively worse. But as I watch Chari fall to the
sand again, her skin slick and shimmering, she flops first like a
beached fish and then stands, strong enough.
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LUNA AND I
by

Megan McManama

I have no memory of learning to ride a bike, but if my parents
taught me, my dad would have played a dominant role. He would
have been the one to secure my knee guards, helmet, elbow pads,
then hold the handles and jog on both sides of the back wheel as
I pedaled. I would have jerked myself out of his grip and fell. As I
cried and ran back to my house, my mom would be the one to fart
and then blame it on my brother to get me laughing.
My dad continued to play a protective, dominating role, especially in whom I dated. I remember one of my first dates. A sixteenyear-old boy, was taking me to get ice cream. My dad insisted that
I shouldn't go. He followed me around the house as I got ready.
He had disapproving creases on his forehead. My mother jokingly
yelled from the other room, "Have fun, bring me back a beer!" I
laughed and wished my dad could ease up. When my date's car
pulled up, I ran for the door and my dad screamed an elongated
"Beee gooood!" out the front door.
My dad offered his opinion so much that I began to rebel out of
spite, and soon I didn't know what I wanted. I fell in love with boys,
my dad would offer his harsh opinion of them, and I found myself
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quickly out of love with them. I didn't know what to love anymore.
I resented the power he had over me, yet I leaned into it to ask for
advice often.
I woke up early and made eggs and toast. I packed energy packets, gummies, and granola bars into a small bag that I crnnched
under the metal rack above my back tire. I looked at my phone;
the GPS bike route was already pulled up. The next four hours and
4 7 minutes I would be cycling 59.4 miles through eleven towns.
It was my first long ride. My ex-boyfriend Josh, the one who got
me into cycling, had always talked about riding his road bike from
Provo to Salt Lake City in Utah. I laughed at him when he said
that-it seemed ridiculous to ride that far; why would anyone want
to do that?
Now here I was doing it without him.
My new friend Vaughn was waiting for me by the bike racks of
our apartment complex. We had met only a few weeks earlier at a
neighborhood gathering. When we discovered our common love
for cycling, we planned this trip. He was wearing thin black shades
and had a professional red and white cycling helmet. This was his
first ride on a road bike, and I was excited to be the more experienced cyclist. The day before we had went shopping and bought
cycling shorts, the black spandex kind with a sewn in pillow under
the bum. I felt professional, even though I had been cycling only
four months. I was surprised to see him with red basketball shorts
on. "Where are your new shorts?" I asked.
'Tm wearing them under these one." he said.
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I didn't understand . "Vaughn you're going to get really hot.
Why not just wear the cycling shorts?"
He laughed and said, "I'm not ready for that yet." I laughed
right back at him and we started to ride.
Fifteen miles in, we finally got off the roads and onto the bike
trail that would take up three fourths of our journey. Vaughn and I
would shout when we had something entertaining to say, but mostly we were silent. Most of the times we stopped, he tried to twist his
foot out of the bike's pedals, unsuccessfully, and he would fall. I
helped him as much I could but eventually found myselflaughing.
As I rode on the trail overlooking the Utah valley, I continued
to think of my dad. He had disapproved of me buying a bike, and
I hadn't asked his opinion about cycling 60 miles. Occasionally,
Vaughn and I would pass a couple longboarding or some morning
speed walkers. A fit cyclist passed us going at a ridiculous speed.
He had a red light flashing under his seat, telling me that he had
started his ride before the sun rose. I envied his speed and form; the
competitor inside me called to Vaughn, "Let's keep up with him."
Vaughn nodded, with his huge smile, and we pedaled harder. I
pulled the little metal switch between my handlebars and shifted
gears. I moved my hands to the curved lower handlebars, letting
my back become almost horizontal, so I could slice into the air. I
had only had my bike for fourth months, but already I felt more
freedom with her than I had in most other relationships in my life.
On the day I bought my bike, my ex-boyfriend Josh was trying
to find a robin-egg-blue Bianchi road bike. They were adorable.
"They're not adorable, they are classic," he would say. He would
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also say things like, "It's not a seat, it's a saddle" and "that's not
a sprocket, this is a sprocket." I then mumbled at him, "You're
a sprocket." He laughed so loud, like thunder, so surprising and
exciting. Many things I did or said were purely just to hear his
thunderous laugh. It wasn't a deep, sexy thunderous voice; it was a
high-pitched crack through the air-and I loved it.
That Saturday we were exploring a vintage bike shop. I testdrove a silver road bike. A Bianchi from 1980. It was lightly raining, and there was that delicious smell in the air that rose from
the wet cement. I squinted to see; the steel frame wobbled under
me. The seat was so high that I had to awkwardly cmve my back
to reach the low handles. There were brief moments of exhilaration. I felt like I was floating. The bicycle was so light tl1at with the
slightest adjustment of my hands, it would smoothly turn. When I
clenched the brakes to stop, there was a moment of terrifying teetering, I didn't know which side I would fall toward. After we got
back in the building, I told him, "I can't buy it, it's a road bike!
I've only ever rode mountain bikes. And I can't ride on the roads."
"Mountain bikes are for tools. And they are like ten pounds
heavier." He told me about the amazing rides we would have, he
told me of the thrilling feeling of cycling. I had heard tl1is passionate thread many times before. He always had a way of assuring me.
By the bold way he talked, I really believed he knew everything.
Even when I knew he was wrong, he said things with such confidence, that sometimes I felt better being wrong with him than
being right without him.
But I was persistent, because buying tl1is bike was a big commitment. I knew I would have to pay for nme-ups, and ride it on roads.
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"I have a weak back though, this might kill me," I said. "Maybe, ...
maybe I am just not be a biker. I mean, I'm saving up for a car."
He was a few inches taller than me. He looked down into my
eyes. "It's not a 'biker,' it's a cyclist, and this will make your back
and core so much stronger." He looked down at the bike at his side.
"We can find nice neighborhood roads you can bike on. You don't
have to ride the busy streets." He stroked his hand down the bike's
frame, petting it slowly. "It is such a nice bike."
Thirty minutes after we accelerated, the cyclist in front of us
became a distant red light in the foggy morning. We were riding
past the large homes in Lindon, with their backyards full of horses
and corn. I enjoyed the smells that came, some that I would not
normally have enjoyed. I smelt fresh cut wet grass lying in piles,
and brown meshy earth under old men's work boots. Smells took
me back to the time that I had ridden on this trail before. Josh had
brought me there only weeks after we'd bought my bike.
I had watched Josh "dance" as he called it, with his bike,
Francesca. I tried to mimic him; standing up and swinging the
bike side-to-side under my body as I pedaled fast and hard. I would
often swing the bike too much to the side and make wide curves on
the bike trail, unbalanced, and fumbling.
I named my bike Luna because she is silver and Italian made.
As I gained balance and a love for Luna, I began riding her everywhere. I rode Luna up the hill to work; it took fifteen minutes.
I would rest for twenty minutes before I clocked in-that's how
long it took for the burning legs, jumping heart, and occasional
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nausea to go away. I learned what a derailleur was, and why a bent
tire rim would min a ride. I paid even more so that Luna could ride
smooth. I was amazed at her obedience. With the slightest movement, she followed.
Each day I could get to work in a little less time; the game was
exciting. My heart began to enjoy sprinting. I felt a heavy burn in
my thighs about the time when my breathing became audible.
That's when I pushed down the little metal gear that was in between my handlebars. I stood, swinging Luna under me as I pedaled. My breath was deeper now, loud. There was a point when
moving tl1e pedals became almost impossible, so I sat and gave
my thighs a breatl1er. On the ride home, I would try to make my
back as flat as possible, avoiding potholes, letting my hands rest on
tl1e curved bars under the brakes. I knew if I needed the brakes, it
would take a moment more to reach them from this position. The
wind wrapped around me and whipped the zippers on my backpack, and I could hear them tap the fabric.
I began to ride Luna to school. On the days after Josh and I
broke up, I found myself c1ying less. It seemed weird that such a
trying event would stop tears and not wield them. On the days that
getting out of bed became hard, it was often tl1e anticipation of the
ride that got me up. I could feel the eyes of walking sn1dents glued
to my back as I sped past them, on my other side cars galloped by
me, but I didn't care.
She understood me and I understood her. Don't shift the front
gear up, she's broken there, it irritates her chain. She followed my
hip sway and the n1rn of my wrist. I learned how to fix her tires
when they went low. My fingers became accustomed to her grease.
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I learned how to break a nozzle off the tube (she forgave me for
that). The tube still hangs on my wall. I even taught Vaughn how to
fix a tire. That was the night we learned what it's like to explode a
tube by pumping it too much.
Eventually I stopped taking the neighborhood roads and took
the main route to campus. At times there was no clear bike lane.
Yet I felt that I belonged there. I merged to wait in line with the
cars to turn left, as I had seen many cyclist do. When the light
turned green, the adrenaline shot through me. I stood and began
to dance the silver-moon steel frame under me.
I could sense that Vaughn was watching me dance with Luna.
My hands were grasping the fleshy gold-tape crescent moon handlebars. Wind was rippling over my fingers then and sliding down
my forearm, and rolling off my bladed shoulders. I rode flat as an
arrow. No one had told me that hills and talking are a bad combination unless you like the taste of bugs. Perhaps it should've been
common sense; but eventually Vaughn and I had got it and stopped
talking. It was in this silent time, that I felt something unique. I
was filled with an indescribable power and sense of freedom, that
no relationship or sport has ever brought before. We were pedaling
near the point of the mountain, where two towns, Lehi and Draper
touched. The highway was on my left, cars going 70 miles-an-hour
were only 50 yards from me. I briefly glanced at some colors in the
sky, paragliders. I wondered how they felt up there, was that how
they felt indescribable power and freedom? Bringing my eyes back
to the downhill trail, I saw the Salt Lake valley unveiled below me.
Canopies of green trees were sporadically placed in the valley that
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was guarded by dangerously tall mountains. Past the frozen valley
beneath me, I saw my destination, thirty miles ahead-Salt Lake
City.
I held my body low so that I was diving into the air. I was invisible. The hill leveled out and I became vertical again, letting myself glide, breathing in the valley, inhaling God. For weeks after
I wanted to tell my whole family about this place. I wanted to buy
them bikes and take them here.
I left the bike shop that Samrday and sat in the car with Josh .
I called my dad and told him about how I wanted to buy the bike,
about how it could save me money, how I would always wear a helmet, how it might be a good thing for me, but that I was just a little
scared, and asked what he thought. My dad reacted tl1e way that he
often reacted.
I could hear his eyes pressing close and his hand rub his worried
face. "Oh, honey, I don't think you should get it. Those things are
really dangerous. I just don't tmst it. I heard about a biker just last
month that got killed on the road. Bikers just aren't meant to be
on the road."
Cyclist, I tl1ought.
I looked at my Josh's face, it told me, just get the bike.
My dad said, "Just save your money. I really don 't want you getting hurt, honey. "
I thought of going home without the bike. The air was gray and
rain was breaking on the windshield. I decided to get it that second
that my dad was waiting for me to respond. "Dad. I appreciate your
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opinion. I'm going to buy the bike." I heard a sigh on the other
end .
Our muscles were begging for rest, so we stopped a ways down
the hill once we reached the neighborhoods. I leaned Luna on a
church fence and ate a granola bar. Vaughn stretched reached his
hands up his red shorts to readjust his cycling shorts, jumping and
laughing. There were birds screeching, awful, loud noises above
us. I looked up: two eagles flew in ovals in the sky. I looked in the
distance and saw two more circling the valley. I said, "Vaughn are
those eagles?"
He looked at them for a moment and continuing to stare at
them, he said, "Yeah. That's crazy."
"I've only ever seen eagles in a zoo." We watched a while longer,
sensing this moment was special. Squinting over the valley, my
eyes lowered and noticed a field in front of me. Wood-like antlers
were hovering above tall grass. "A deer!" I screamed without thinking. As I said "deer," the buck raised his head to look at me. I gazed
into his black eyes.
"He is so close!" Vaughn said quietly. Vaughn's words seemed
distant. The deer and I were glued to each other. I felt that this
moment was sacred, yet I didn't understand why. Moments later
the buck broke the gaze and n1rned. His body was broader and
taller than I had anticipated. I admired him even more. "Well,
let's keep riding?" Vaughn said. I agreed and mounted my bike
but kept looking at the buck. He'd n1rned once to look at me, tl1en
continued.
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We found that sitting was too painful when we reached South
Salt Lake, fifteen minutes from the cafe that I had always loved. We
rode, standing, past the kids getting out of school. Braids twirled in
the wind as girls chased one another.
We arrived at the cafe and found an empty table on the terrace
and left Luna and his bike on the fence next to us. I felt the bones
popping in my back as I sat down, my muscles were tingling; they
felt like cold liquid mnning through my taut legs. I felt empty; I'd
eaten all my gum mies. There was a hand reaching from the depths
of my stomach and clawing at my skull behind my eyes. Vaughn
was tired too, we gave each other a high five. We told the server
what we'd just done, but didn't really have any other words. So we
were silent and drank our water from the tall translucent glasses,
then poured and repeated this until our meal arrived.
The server brought the order fast and gave us a free dessert.
Chicken Panini's with potato chips and a slice of marzipan. The
food was not as delicious as I remembered, yet it was the best thing
meal I ever had. We inhaled it. I felt a sensation expanding in my
chest, almost overflowing into tears as I ate it.
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THE FACE OF GERTRUDE STEIN
by

Tyler Moore

I first read Gertmde Stein when I was sixteen years old.
She was one of the Modernists, a group of writers who sought
to revolutionize the functions of grammar and prose, and a bunch
of whom all moved to Paris and ended up knowing each other. My
American Literature class and I sn1died their capstones: Fitzgerald's
The Great Gatsby, Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises, Pound's "In
a Station of the Metro," Williams' "The Red Wheelbarrow." I was
mind-blown. These masterworks taught me that good literan1re
can enchant and entertain in the same way that good movies do.
Then we read Gertmde Stein's Tender Buttons. And I did not
like it. I thought it was a dumb book and that Stein must have just
been a historical accident, who only got sn1died because she had
powerful friends. I quickly dismissed her as just another of the
"crazy modernist lesbians." (I am sorry to say that in high school I
was not very nice.)
But Gertrude Stein kept coming back. The more I learned about
Hemingway and Fitzgerald and Pound, the more her influence on
them kept getting emphasized. She read their books and helped
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edit them. She probably edited The Sun Also Rises! Hemingway
asked her to be his son's godmother!
So when my professor assigned Tender Buttons for last week's
reading, I figured I might enjoy it this time around. But I was
taken straight back to junior year when I got to this paragraph:
Book was there, it was there. Book was there. Stop it, stop
it, it was a cleaner, a wet cleaner and it was not where it was
wet, it was not high, it was directly placed back, not back
again, back it was ren1rned, it was needless, it put a bank,
a bank when, a bank care.
(That paragraph is even more fun if you read it out loud.) Was
I missing something? Did anyone else find this paragraph to be
absolutely bananas? Were there people out there who would pay
money for this kind of sniff? And even if there were, why are we
snidying it? Literature like this, though it often has critical and
influential value, is simply not what I enjoy reading. I gravitate
towards works of connection-ones where you feel like you're
tl1ere with the author, having a conversation. Ratl1er than that
sense of synchronization, Tender Buttons gives me the feeling I'm
being largely ignored .
Next to Tender Buttons, though, in our antl1ology, was a small
biography of Stein, and a picn1re, taken by Man Ray in 1922. ln it,
Gertmde Stein sits on the right, next to a portrait painted by Pablo
Picasso. Of herself.
A lot of cool things converge in tl1e picn1re. First, the obvious
joke: Gertrude Stein is in a picn1re with herself. Because the image
on the left is a painting, it seems like it should just be part of the
backdrop of the photograph. But Stein is her own background, and
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Ray has positioned them to sit facing each other, as though they
have just stopped a conversation with themselves in order to look
at the camera.
Then there's the comment on the a1tistic moment. Picasso
experimented with cubism and surrealism, which attempted to
paint the heart of the thing, not necessarily how it appeared visually.
His vision of Stein has an unnan1rally geometric, oval head, and
her eyes are two different sizes. Her face is lean and young, while
Stein's is full and weathered. But regardless of those differences,
the resemblance between both Gertrndes is spot-on. The painted
work sustains all of Stein's dignity: her tightly-kept hair, her round,
inviting back, and her soft, quiet hands. When people complained
to Picasso that Stein did not look like her portrait, he responded,
"She will."
Still, though, something about the photograph is inexplicable.
How did Stein feel when she got to see her own portrait? What
thoughts ran through her head while Ray took this picn1re? She got
to see herself as the Modernists saw her, and that floors me with
jealousy. What would I have looked like to a Cubist? How would
Picasso have painted me? What would Hemingway have thought
ofmy notes?
You can picture them all standing there, behind the lens of the
camera-Fitzgerald and Pound and Matisse and Hemingway
and all of them-watching and smiling. The face of the painted
Stein is curious and sly, like she knows the joke that's going on
but doesn't want to talk about it. But the real Stein has a face of
gravity. She knows the joke too, and she knows how important her
group is. She knows what Hemingway's next book is going to be
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about, and she knows the world ofWorld War I. She knows that her
book is crazy. She knows the artist's burden, to create good art in
the shadow of her predecessors. She knows what Hawthorne and
Emerson and Rachmaninoff and Cervantes and Caravaggio and
Shakespeare and Chaucer and Moses all knew. She knows Picasso.
She knows what's next.
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YOUR SHOT
Kalie Garrett

WITHIN THE QUAKIES
by

Courtney Bulsiewicz

1.
So much space separates me from the mountains. They seem
to hold a different world I know nothing about even though I have
visited them more times than I can count. In the midst of them,
the vastness is overwhelming. When there, I see the quaking aspen
surround me: tall, white, freckled, and scarred monuments hiding
their worshippers-the bull and buck that had knelt in front

of them, mbbing antlers. I can see squirrels running, or maybe
chipmunks. I see hawks-my dad collected their molted feathers,
and I still have one kept in a box with some of his old pens and
trinkets. But there is so much I don't see: how many deer, elk,
wolves, bear, moose, beavers, and coyotes are out there. At times, it
seems like none; it's so quiet and unmoving.
2.
On a summer afternoon fourteen or fifteen years ago I looked
out the back door window of our house and saw my dad on a white
plastic lawn chair. His back was toward me and I saw smoke rising
from his head, his right arm moving to the armrest, his fingers
flicking the ash from a cigarette. I didn't know he smoked. I had
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never seen him smoke before. Maybe he was just experimenting
like some of my friends were then. I think I just turned away
confosed until later when I asked him about it, and he told me
not to worry. I remember him saying it was just a one-time thing,
and that he was really stressed. He told me he wouldn't do it again
when he saw my concerned look. But I don't think the look I gave
was concern or disappointment, I think I was beginning to realize
my dad existed outside my frame of reference. There were parts of
him I didn't know anything about; parts of him I would never be
able to know or understand. There are things I couldn't see. Things
I wanted to know about but couldn't grasp like what was on his
mind that summer day? Bigger questions like how he felt about his
service to his countty in war, whether he missed the Army now that
he worked for the city. Things I want to know now, but can't since I
never asked and he isn't here. So much separates us.

3.
The sky is pewter. Snow has begun to salt the mountaintops.
It's calm around me down here in the valley and it looks calm up
there. Just perception-perhaps the wind is blowing so hard and
the snow so piercing that the moose don't even have the strength to
walk against it. Maybe they hover in their homes, the cow covering
her young. I wonder at the other side of the mountain. Is it as black
as it seems to me, where all the inhabitants-not just the bearshave gone under ground, into caves, silencing everything, or is
there just as much life, hidden from those who don't live it; foxes
jumping into snow banks trying to find rodents, mountain goats
pushing up through the dark blizzard.
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4.
When I would hunt with my father it took patience to see
our prey. We went hours, sometimes days without seeing any
movement at all except the sway of the quakies and their silvery
leaves. I was secretly happy when his barrel found no aim. But
then torn when I saw his heavy shoulders. We needed this hunt;
strnggling tl1rough bills, tl1is would provide food for the year.
While hiking with him I wondered where the animals went
when we couldn't see them-did they see us? Sometimes I would
imagine the deer or elk with their family, safe in a hiding place
we would never find, watching us search for them, laughing at
our blindness. But I am sure they weren't laughing; maybe they
were crying instead, or maybe just holding their breaths. I cried
for them too. I refused to eat their meat, and asked my fatl1er to
hang their open bodies behind our tent so I could walk out of the
zippered door and not see the life we had taken from the world we
were invading.
Though we went into the mountains several times a year, and
though it felt like home, and though I wanted it to be home, it still
felt like a foreign land. We came up from our comfortable homes
with groceiy stores two blocks away and tried to take part in a
world we had separated ourselves from. Then we encompassed it
like we owned it, forcing other animals to hide in a world in which
they belonged so completely. Maybe I would feel differently if we
entered the mountains more tl1an seven to 10 days total out of
3 6 5 . It wasn't our terri toty.
My father always argued with me at dinner to eat what he had
worked so hard to put on the table, but he didn't argue with me
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about the carcass, hanging it hidden in the trees so I wouldn't have
to see. I can't help but wonder if it was difficult for him as well:
holding a rifle against a living thing. A war veteran couldn't have
taken death lightly.
5.
I think my dad loved the mountains more than anything else
in life. He taught me to love them too, and I do, probably because
I love him. I wanted to know him. He became a different man up
there, happier, funnier, more peaceful. He was able to sleep in past
four in the morning, not having to get up to go to work before the
sun came up. He was able to be present with his family, not having
to work two jobs to pay the overdue bills. It was just our family and
the wild that surrounded us. His eyes were clearer, not shadowed.
His voice was lighter, more apt to a laugh than a yell. It was one
of the main reasons I went on tl1e hunt-it was one of the longest
stretches of time I got to spend witl1 my father.
6.
One year it took us a whole day to find a deer my father had
wounded. My dad was sick; he couldn't bear tl1e thought of the
animal suffering. He barely said anything except initial direction
as to where to look and then exhausted sighs. His hands came
up to his face and buried it several times. His eyebrows reflected
his worry and reversed their arch to almost meet in the middle,
forming horizontal lines above the bridge of his nose. I don't know
how many miles we covered tl1at day, but tl1e birds were out when
my father shot the buck and the crickets when we finally found
him . The deer was sitting there, waiting; his eyes-I can still see
them-glossy, wide, helpless, my father was heartbroken and
146

seemed to nm to him, relieving him of the pain quickly, barely
taking the time to tell my sister and me to n1m away.
7.
When I was young, too young to know better, I asked my father
ifhe ever killed someone in war. The moment I asked it, I regretted
it. His face went blank with wide eyes and a straight mouth, slightly
opened by anger and pain. I don't think I ever hurt him as badly as
I did in that moment. I felt like I wasn't his daughter.

8.
I want to go to tl1e mountain, and make myself invisible. Just
lie there. Feel closer to my fatl1er. I want to go to him and wait, and
listen, and see-watch the world tl1at confounds me open up. I
wish I had the capabilities of a movie camera. A strong lens that
would carry me through the pockets of trees undetected. Zooming
in and seeing the peace and safety that might exist in a deer during
a storm in late November, when the hunt is over and no man is out
there. But maybe there is never peace, always some villain. Maybe
instead of an outsider it's the wolf haunting the very place he calls
home. The mountain holding so much war.

10.
I still feel comfort in the mountains, like I am folded up under
my fatl1er's arms. The pine, sage, wildflower, and woods of the wild
that smell like his musk cologne I keep in my closet. But I feel so
separate, knowing there are mysteries I can never comprehend.
When I visit, I settle the ground a bit, make my place, but I will
never be able to encompass it fully, understand its breadth,
inhabitants, storms, decay, life, its death from others' hands, its
death from its own.
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TENDING CAMELS
Logan Havens
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THE COTTONWOOD BRANCH
by

Shane Peterson

Last summer, I was sitting by a pond on a hill, reading about
warfare. I heard some crackling that sounded like fireworks. At
first I thought it was thunder or an explosion, until I saw a large
branch from a cottonwood tree slowly rip itself off its trunk and
crash into the foliage below. The sound of the impact was so loud
that the ducks from another pond on the other side of a nearby
stream started shrieking and fleeing, their whole world having
been shaken and terrorized by an ungodly force they could neither
see nor understand. It might as well had been a bomb that fell
from the sky. The falling branch caused a much slimmer tree
standing next to the cottonwood to collapse soon after. This second
fall sounded as an echo of the first, merely mstling through the
otl1er branches during its descent.
I set my book aside and headed down the hill through the
bramble of trees to investigate and saw the splintered stump on the
trunk where the branch used to be. Perhaps it fell due to the weight,
having grown too large and too thick to hold onto the tnmk. It was
the size of a small tree, smothering eve1ything beneath it. One large
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stem snick into the dirt like a knife in a wound. Leaves and twigs
were scattered eve1ywhere like the shrapnel from a cannon blast.
I felt the wood beneath the bark at the broken end of the branch,
which stuck out like a compound fracture. It wasn't hard and dty
as I expected wood to feel ; it was succulent and soft like the inside
of a melon. It felt like flesh. I realized then that the branch, like
the tree, used to be alive. Water ran beneath its bark like blood
and trickled from the wound. I had just been reading about how
wounded soldiers with detached limbs often think that the limb is
still there. It made me wonder if the old tree was conscious of one
of its members breaking off, and ifit had felt anything akin to pain.
I hiked back up the hill as the dust began to settle and the birds
began to quiet down. Peace had been restored. The water in the
stream kept flowing and nanire kept cycling as if nothing had
happened at all.
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UNTITLED NO. 1
Jacob Haupt

JOE'S SHOE REPAIR
330 N 100 W
PROVO, UT 84601
(801) 857-8027
(ASK FOR JOE)
by

Zach T. Power

Seeing Joe sitting in a cracked, green plastic porch chair in the
back of his shoe shop sweating while he watched, on his ten inch
TV-VCR, a man teach yoga, was like swimming under a swollen
bridge. His spotted hands, much like his workbench, and glue
covered fingers intertwined over his gut, and I obse1ved his glasses
were bifocaled with white greases on some of the glass. Next to
him a rickety swamp cooler was running low on water, but he
hadn't heard it start to wheeze .. . exhale let the shoulders drop

hmhhh pull the navel up and in as you exhale one more deep breath
in hnhhh exhale draw the navel in and up hmhhh now keep those
shoulders down the back draw your elbows into the ribcage and open
your arms ... This TV was tucked under a tight shelf of polisheswhite, brown, black, red, navy, green- some of it dripping dark
down onto the black plastic of the TV and bench, and I wanted to
wipe it up, but the brown and black polish had stained Joe's cuffs,
rings around his wrists, and leather apron, wrought around the
gut. Once I asked him about ventilation for the dying fumes and
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especially the glue. He said he wasn't worried about dying fumes;
he was much too old for that. Over time I also noticed the dead skin
dandruff in his hair that whisped about on his balding speckled
head, and when he smiled it was a little one with teeth . I hoped
his brow was furrowing and toes were pidgeoning at the yoga guy
wearing a tank top and bare bald thighs. The cobbler's, or should
I say the wrestler's, eyes were barely open, but they had weather
in tl1em, even if it was a distant weatl1er, like a wounded animal.
He was pretty much reclined, while I was wholly standing in his
hollowed heel-ful hovel ... out to the side feel a little opening across
the front of the chest let's extend our arms keep pulling the shoulders
down the back join that thumb and index fingers not pressing just
touching and feel the energy cycle through the arms and across the
. . . Last time he told me about his industrial grinder that he had
nearly built himsel£ He learned how to in Vietnam and used it in
tl1e morning to grind high heels and soles, not to mention the heat
lamp tl1at smokes the sweat out of the shoes when Joe is trying to
loosen tl1e glue to tear the soles off. Yeah, I'll call him wrestler,
vuln,re of the leather, mother of the muddy boot, gasket of the sole.
He asked me if I had any kids, and I told him the truth ... chest
feel the chest lifting heart center rising maybe take the hands back a

little bit ifyou can if not just keep reaching bringing the hands back
to center now in line with the shoulders open your palms towards
the ceiling you're going to bring your ... The hand crank sciver,
for cutting soles from thick leather, was next to tl1e high-heel-pins
shelf, just paces from the front door donned with a mail slot. I felt
how atrophied the adjacent room was, where he put done jobs. I
let my body lean on tl1e old orange formica counter top, while I
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picked at the glue and listened to him wheeze and then talk, we
in a chat, wheeze and wheeze talk. Once I listened to him use the
cash register that still had a real bell, after which he would retire
behind the counter mid-morning, and watch people walk by with
shoes on .. . left palm to the outside of your left hip inhale as you
reach up with the right arm exhale reach up and across that right ear
and try not to let your right sit-bone come up use your left arm to help

you stay balanced stretch out that right side body breath ... Some
mud-covered work boots, broken high heels, a pair of mary janes,
some penny loafers with a penny in each loaf, were all waiting to be
repaired. Shoes don't really wait. Perhaps this is a metaphor for our
conversation-the not being able to wait and the mud and broken
loafs of leather. Yesterday he showed me how to fix an in-sole for
those leather loafers with some cheap green foam bought from a
craft store in March. Joe saved them unrepaired shoes for me after
I came in last week, wanting to learn me something. I told him
I wanted to own a shoe shop one day, even after I used the selfinstalled toilet in the closet-mold on the waterline. I felt it was
that or selling all my wife and I had for an organic farm in Maine.
I talked about technology over the yoga instmtor. We talked about
something else interesting, something to do with love and golf or
perhaps heresy . .. deeply inhale hnhhh hmhhh find the weight ofyour
right hip hnhhh hmhhh hnhhh hmhhh inhale draw yourself up use the
right am1 exhale bring the right arm to the outside of the hip inhale
left arm up hnhhh exhale reach up and across the left ear . .. I wasn't
sure if I wanted to go back. Joe told me if I helped out enough I
might be able to own his shop-maybe in a year, when he acmally
wanted to retire. If he could retire. I said something about school
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in the fall, something about vacumming hallways at three a.m. Joe
took out his handkercheif and blew his nose-shoes didn't need
to be done till next week, he said . They can wait. Joe turned the
TV off, took his apron off, and let me out before he turned the
lights off and walked across the street to, he told me, pick up his
wife's medication before walking the four blocks home to her all
bedridden. I don't know if she could even talk, and I imagined
him inhaling before he walked into her bedroom ... hnhhh ..

. breath into your le~ ribcage so~en the shoulders hnhhh hmhhh
hnhhh hmhhh hnhhh hmhhh hnhhh hmhhh inhale up hnhh exhale
release hmhhh drop the shoulders down the back try to feel your neck
very very so~ and long we're going to come to our .. . Maybe it was
because he fixed a man's wallet for free last month, or because he
looked younger in that video online. Maybe it was because he was
dying, but so was everyone. And even though the shoe shop wasn't
exactly like Italy, but was a piece of nostalgia about to pass out and
never revive, well, at any rate, he might still be fixing shoes like he
has been for tl1e past fo1ty years, or he may, like he said to me one
day, give up and just let the shop die, while he stays at home taking
care of his wife who doesn't even wear shoes anymore. I don't
know. I never went back. Yeah, he did turn the TV off, and yes the
yogi's voice turned off as well, and yes it's all meditation ... hands
and knees in whichever fashion you feel most comfortable with your
palms beneath your shoulders your knees beneath your hips take your
back into a tabletop position start to draw your chest through your
upper arms and feel like you . ..
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AM I EVER GOING TO FEEL THE SAME WAY AGAIN?
Benjamin Combs

ASH WEDNESDAY, SALT LAKE CITY
by

Jake Clayson

While writing for an ad agency in downtown Salt Lake City I
sometimes found myself lost in a haze of office banter, or tangled
in a web of endless internet "research," unable to write headlines
or scripts about burritos or fiduciaries or healthcare. So I'd walk six
blocks to the Cathedral of the Madeleine and scribble ads in my
notebook. It was quiet. The temperamre was right no matter the
season . And, most important to me, it was a solitary place to work.
Until one day in Febrnary when cars lined curbs two blocks out.
Reaching the imposing doors of the cathedral- tall, thick oak
doors that swing slow and easy- I pulled the cool iron handle,
entered first the foyer, then the nave. A youth choir sang Bach's
Mass in B Minor, transmuted and lofted as prayers mingling with
burned incense above a warm hum. The music rose and tumbled
and rose again, at once created and uncreated, holding residence
among gold and turquoise vault ribs and winged angels, from lips
I could not see. I knew my work would have to wait.
Observing foll pews, I reverently joined those standing near the
confessional, exchanged pleasant nods, and wondered why and
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by what devotion so many received small ashen crosses on their
foreheads at the hands of the Father.
I stood transfixed until the music ended, then watched the
white-robed choir emerge from behind the chancel screen and file
down the isle past me into an adjacent hall. On their way I saw
choirboys jostling, smirking, scowling, and smiling. I smiled too,
reminded of the twelve and thirteen year old deacons I taught each
Sunday in my own congregation. I lingered, soaking in well-trod
creak and clatter, robe rustle, and a rising whisper. When I finally
renirned to the street and walked down the hill toward my office, I
saw more ashen crossed saints. Still a stranger, my heart received
tl1e first blush of communion.
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INTERVIEW WITH KIMBERLY JOHNSON
Kimberly Johnson is a poet, translator, and literary critic. Her collections of poetry include Leviathan with a Hook, A Metaphorical
God, and the fonhcoming Uncommon Prayer. Her monograph on
the poetic developments of post-Reformation poetry was published
in 2014. In 2009, Penguin Classics published her translation of
Virgil's Geor9ics.
Her poetry, translations, and scholarly essays have appeared widely in publications including The New Yorker, Slate, The Iowa Re-

view, Milton Quarterly, and Modern Philology.
Recipient of grants and fellowships from the John Simon Guggenheim Memorial Foundation, the National Endowment for the Ans,
the Utah Ans Council, and the Mellon Foundation, Johnson holds
an M.A. from the Johns Hopkins Writing Seminars, an M.F.A. from
the Iowa Writers' Workshop, and a Ph.D. in Renaissance Literantre
from the Universiry of California at Berkeley.
Kimberly Johnson lives in Salt Lake City, Utah.

INS CAPE : The third section of your book, Uncommon Prayer, relies
on different organization than the previous two sections. Recognizing your use of prose poetry and the milita1y alphabet, what factors
did organization play while you were composing this last section
of your book?

KIMBERLY JOHNSON : I was experimenting in terms of organization. Poetry is a mode of writing that relies on organization of
167

Tnscape

some kind, but I wanted to figure out what principles or strategies
I could bring when there is no organization built into the language
while dispensing with the use of lines, rhyme, and meter. I used
the military alphabet as a way to translate something ordinary,
the alphabet, into something that has denotative and connotative
meaning. For example, an M is also Mike. J happened to be Juliet.
This language is shouting to be played with. I was trying to impose
stmcn1ral organization onto chaos.

INS CAPE: You co-edited the anthology Before the Door of God: An
Anthology of Devotional Poetry, which traces the history of devotional poetry in its historical traditions of religion. How does the
poetic practice, the process of creating poetry, influence the spirin1al practice?
KIMBERLY JOHNSON : Poetry and spirin1ality have been fused togetl1er for thousands of years. Some of the earliest poems we have
are hymns and prayers and some of tl1e earliest rituals we have are
experienced tluough poetiy. There is a close relationship. Lyric is
utterance with no expectation of a response. It speaks itself out into
the world; nobody talks back, nor does it expect a response. This
is just like prayer. The auditor remains inaccessible, in-apprehensible. Poetry and religious practice have natural affinities because
their strategies of communication end up being identical in tl1e
way they constin1te speech and desire.
INSCAPE: You have often been identified as a devotional, religious, and metaphysical poet. Do you pay attention to tl1ese terms?
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Do you find them limiting?

KIMBERLY JOHNSON: It is certainly true that I am interested in the
history of the devotional lyric, as a scholar and poet, but I am more
interested in language. The most urgent crisis that I experience is
the fact that words don't mean. Our experience exceeds any representation of it. I'm ve1y interested in how poetic language tries to
compensate for that lack. This isn't so much a theological issue as it
is a representational issue; however, the term that has become the
preeminent metaphor for the unknowable in Western culnll"e is
God. It's a ready-made metaphor for me to return to over and over
again when I am dealing with questions of meaning, meaninglessness, or the disconnect between how we experience the world and
how we put things into language.
INS CAPE: At the risk of this being a selfish question, what advice
would you give to a twenty year old poet?

KIMBERLY JOHNSON : Read everything. Read in the shower, read
magazines, read the back of your cereal box, read crappy novels,
read science journals. You never know what might be interesting
to you. Poetry is about language and you have to be sucking it in
all the time in order for it to strike your ear. Your goal is to have a
perpetually defamiliarized relationship with language. You never
want to be so comfo1table that you sta1t to not see what the words
are doing. You want to feel the texture of each word. You can only
do that if you're exposing yourself constantly to different modes of
language. The best way to make language seem strange is to learn
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a different one. Each word becomes a choice, and that's exactly
where you want to be as a poet.
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INTERVIEW WITH CARLO ROTELLA
Professor Rotella is Director of the American Studies Program and
Director of the Lowell Humanities Series. He has held Guggenheim, Howard, and Du Bois fellowships and received the Whiting Writers Award, the L. L. Winship/ PEN New England Award,
and The American Scholar's prizes for Best Essay and Best Work by
a Younger Writer, and Cut Time was a finalist for the Los Angeles
Times Book Prize. He is an editor of the "Chicago Visions and Revisions" series at the University of Chicago Press. He writes for the

New York Times Magazine and the Washington Post Magazine, he is
a regular columnist for the Boston Globe, he has been a commentator
for WGBH FM, and his work has also appeared in The New Yorker,

Critical Inquiry. American Quarterly, The American Scholar, Raritan,
the New York Times, the Chicago Tribune, the Boston Globe, Transition , Harper's , DoubleTake, Boston, Slate , The Believer, TriQuarterly,
and The Best American Essays.

INSCAPE : Your writing recognizes people, individually and in
small groups, as primary enactors of culntral change and representation. You mentioned the concept of writing yourself into the
place where these subjects find themselves. What has been your
experience with these immersions, and how has your behavior
changed as you continue to immerse yourself into new scenes?
CARLO RO TEL LA: It is true that I think one of the best ways to tell
the story of a big transformation, a big change, is to tell the stories
of individuals or small groups living the consequences of those
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changes. A lot of what I do is finding characters to put in the foreground, to show what these big and often vety abstract changes,
things like globalization or deindustrialization--anything I think
that ends with a -zation-to show how those huge transformations
are lived on the ground by people. Over time, I think it's become
more trne that I've become a character in these stories; that some
of the time that person in the foreground-well, if not me--is at
least my sensibility, so I've become much more willing to be a character inhabiting the work. That doesn't necessarily mean that I'm
more intrnsive or more present when I'm interviewing people. I'm
pretty unobtrusive. In fact, that's pretty much my only marketable
skill-that I can disappear in plain sight. But when it comes time
to write it, I've become more and more comfortable with saying
"Well, some of the ways in which these big changes show up are
in the ways that I think, react, and use myself as a filter more than
I did in the past." I was much more of a fly on the wall when I
started, less willing to be present.

INSCAPE: For undergraduate writers who are ttying to do the
same, what would be the best way to transition into a less presumptuous and more research-motivated manner of writing?

CARLO ROTELLA : There is no substinne for legwork. Journalists
have a kind of contempn1ous term for not doing any legwork,
which is "think piece." What they mean by that is you don't have
time to do any reporting, you just write your own thoughts and feelings. I have limited sympathy for that idea, but I do have some.
When I teach writing, I encourage my students to go out and get
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somebody else's sto1y, even if their objective is to write their own.
The training that you get in getting someone else's story is ve1y
valuable. There's set of questions that you start to ask when getting
someone else's sto1y: Am I satisfied with this version of the story?
Am I getting the whole tmth? Can I corroborate what's being said?
All those questions can then travel into your examination of your
own work, even if what you're doing is writing about yourself.
So, I am a big believer in legwork. I don't actually believe writer's
block is possible for a non-fiction writer if all you need to do is go
out and get someone else's sto1y. People are crazy, they're always
up to something interesting. You just have to go find them and
find out what that is. I do think it's entirely possible to get writer's
block if your subject is yourself.

INS CAPE: Your other work, including articles and personal, even
family-oriented, essays always seem to come back around industrial urbanism, specifically through individuals. What has made
you stick so firmly to that material?
CARLO ROTELLA: Part of that is just my upbringing and where
I'm from. I grew up on the south side of Chicago in the middle
of this particular transformation from a city organized around its
factories and train lines. It was in the last throes of shedding that
identity and becoming a city organized around its high rise office
buildings, universities, airport, and highways. That transformation has really colored the way I see city life. It also happens to be
the big transformation that's happened in my lifetime. I now live
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in Boston, and before 1980, Boston was really a kind of provincial, backwater dump, but around 1980, it started to become this
high tech, happening research hub, and now Hollywood is in love
with Boston, or at least it's in love with the film tax credit in Massachusetts, and Boston is gone from being a real backwater, which
had peaked more than a centmy before to being a really happening
urban center again. And so I think it's inevitable that that big story
about that old Boston being replaced by newer Boston, that old
Chicago being replaced by newer Chicago, is often the big picnire
against which my characters move, against which my characters go
about their business, and often their business is creativity: making
music, or writing, or-I often write about people who are good at
something, and I'm interested in how they got to be good at something, and how that something they do expresses the conditions in
which its made, and those conditions are often a city that's being
transformed in some way. Not always, but often, that's the story.

I NSCAPE : You stressed that your focus has shifted more to neighborhoods, I'm guessing as opposed to the city as a whole, but given
that your writing is focused so much on these types of neighborhoods that you've always been familiar with, what are the parallels
and differences that you've recognized in the other communities
that you've experienced, both American and foreign?

CARLO ROTELLA: The ve1y fact of neighborhood itself is a continuity, a human universal, that all cities have neighborhoods. I'm
still trying to figure out what it is about this that I find so compelling. The neighborhood is a really strong way in which I organize
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my experience in the world, so I'm interested how neighborhoods
affect other people. For instance, I did a piece on a counuy musician, Kacey Musgraves. It was really a piece about the music industry, the changing nan1re of the country audience, and how this
woman was trying to thread this needle, introducing change into
country music but also being this really big star. Not a marginal
or alternative star, but a really big star. But really what that meant
was that I had to go Nashville and take a look at and move in the
incredibly developed world of music in Nashville. It's very different from, say, the world of blues in Chicago, but the landmarks are
kind of similar. There's a kind of continuity. It wasn't a Nashville
story, but moving around Nashville gave me a sense of how the
industry worked. Nashville is one of those places that's both a place
and an industty, much like Hollywood, and the Nashville that refers to the place was ve1y usefol for getting into the music-industry
side of Nashville. That was a magazine stoty that was not primarily
interested in cities at all, and yet in my experience of cities, starting
with Chicago and the blues business, was my template for navigating. How do clubs work? How do the record labels work? How do
people flow in from the hinterlands and plug themselves into the
system and move up? The way she plugged herself into the system
was very 21st cennuy. She was on a reality show, Nashville Star, in
which she finished 7th. It felt a lot like the way blues men talked
about plugging themselves into the Chicago scene in the 19 50s.
In that sense, I'm finding a lot of continuity.

INS CAPE: Congruence and not so much difference?
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CARLO ROTELLA: There's a larger model operating here. I think
of creative people as having an inchoate impulse in them, to make
noise or to use language, that has to find shape. The way it often
finds shape is by pouring that impulse into the containers that are
available to them in the culture. Certain genres, certain styles, but
also ce1tain institutions, like a university's creative writing program, or a pa1ticular magazine, or a music club, or a record label.
That model really travels. There are lots of people with all kinds
of inchoate urges, lots of institutions that they can get connected
to, and lots of genre and style choices that they can make. But the
fact of a creative person's situation doesn't change that much in
the different examples that you might encounter. It's just a question of"What was her inchoate impulse, and what were the vessels
available in which to pour that impulse?" The Nashville industry
gives you these very clear containers. The three minute single has
to contain a pick-up tmck in it, etc. That's another thing that I find
really common. I write a lot just about creative people and how
their impulse finds form.

I NSCAPE: It seems like your writing could be assigned to a sociology class.

CARLO ROTELLA: I end up reading a lot of social science. I think
that they are so good about legwork, about getting out there and
finding out what people are up to, hanging around . They do a lot
of hanging around, which I think is irreplaceable. They tend not to
do much explanation of change over time, which is what historians
do. Social scientists fill up my tool kit with the ways to figure out
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the stmcntre of a scene, figure out who's doing what, figuring out
how it connects to the economy, but you need historical training to
then put that in motion, and see how change over time is affecting
it. You need the skills that get taught in English and Art Hist01y
departments to closely interpret the work they do, to say "I see the
flow of money, and I see the flow of people, but what about the flow
of meaning in the texts that they create?" The thing with American Sntdies is you need all these different kinds of training to do it
right, and you constantly need new training for each project, and
I like that.

INS CAPE: I'm intrigued by your writing and explanations of the
layering of human interaction, for example the a1ticle about the
scene around a women's boxing match, what is happening in the
scene with all the spectators. I think that's beautiful and one of
the most amazing things you can capture in writing, the layered
human interaction.

CARLO ROTELLA : That's totally true.
INS CAPE: And how do you feel that analysis of community fits into
your more personal essays?

CARLO ROTELLA: Yeah, well I'm still working on that!
IN SCAPE: Yeah I think you definitely do it, I just want to know
how.
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CARLO ROTELLA : I'm still working out the form to connect the
personal experience of neighborhood to these larger theories of
neighborhood. So far, my presence in my writing tends to be that
I'm just a sensibility moving through the world t1ying to put things
together, but if I'm writing about my old neighborhood, growing
up, I am, on some level, writing about myself. Not in a memoir,
but kind of a first person essay. I'm still fumbling my way towards
that form . I don't know what that is, exactly. But to go back to the
first part of what you said, the layering is ve1y important. I'm much
more comfortable talking about the layering of society and experience than I am about my role in it, and also the layering of me's,
layering of selves inside of me that are produced by this historical
change over time. But one thing that is pretty clear to me is that
people are remarkably adaptable, even wonderfully adaptable,
but they're not as flexible as money. So in a place like Chicago,
th e economy changes faster than the life-ways of the people in that
city. Or, in the case of this boxing match , which was in Bethlehem,
Pennsylvania, the economy of Bethlehem changed faster than people's conception of what a man is and what a woman is and what
work is and what leisure is. When people go to the fights, those old
layers of what it means to play and to work and to be good with your
hands and to be masculine or feminine are still in the air, and the
newer ones are also in the air. That's ve1y exciting and compelling.
I know how to write about that, I think, but I'm not sure I know
how to write about when all those layers are happening inside my
sensibility. There's th e 1970s me responding to the neighborhood, and there's the me who hasn't lived in that neighborhood
for more than 30 years, responding to the neighborhood as I see it.
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I NS CAPE: I've enjoyed reading the essays that are more about your
personal, family life, such as "Ghosts." You wrote about things that
were telling about you, but they left so much myste1y still. Myste1y
in a good way. I feel like self, especially in undergraduate work, is
such a delicate thing, because people either write too much about
themselves, or people avoid it like the plague because they don't
want to be too much. I'm wondering-and like you said, it's still
something that you're working on-but what do you think for
yourself and for your snidents is the best way, a good way to approach
self?

CARLO ROTELLA: When I'm writing and my self or my sensibility is close to the center of what's going on, I'm usually describing things that are happening, so that if you're learning about me,
you're learning about the way my eyes work, the way my ears work,
and what I'm filtering out of it, as opposed to lots of paragraphs
that begin with "I thought this, I felt that." I think that one of the
things that you're responding to very asn1tely is that when I write
more personal, more first person, I do more showing and less obvious analyzing. There are fewer topic sentences that advance an
interpretation of what happened , and there's more "There was this
dog, it lived on the corner. This is what it was like to walk past that
dog," instead of me saying "Here's a topic sentence that analyzes
that dog and here's a last sentence of the paragraph that delivers
the kicker." I tend to show more. That showing is not about me. If
you're learning about me, and I think you're always learning about
the writer, it's just "This is how I looked, this is how I saw, and this
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is what I made of it," as opposed to "Then I went down the street
and did this, and then I had this feeling when I went down the
street and did this."
I also just think that there are writers who live really interesting
lives and can write about their lives in interesting ways, but I don 't
think I'm one of those writers. I don't feel like I've had the kind of
experiences that need to be recorded. Whereas, I do think that I
see things that other people do or have done, or bits oflandscape,
or juxtapositions in city life that I think are worth recording. And
so that's the trick: write a first person essay that is not a memoir. I

know I don 't want it to be a memoir, but knowing what you don't
want it to be isn't the same as being able to write.

INS CAPE : What do you teach at Boston College, generally American Snidies or English classes?

CARLO ROTELLA: I teach classes on the critical side, that are more
like English classes. I teach this class on the City in Literanire and
Film, and then I also teach straight writing workshops. I teach a
course every year called Writing for Magazines, and part of the
point of that course is that you don't get to write about yoursel(
We remove that first person prompt. You have to find out what
other people are up to and write about that, unless you're already
famous, which none of us in that room is. Nobody wants to hear
about your life, so we set aside that first person question, or that
personal essay question, and we're thinking about the profile and
other features, reviews. That doesn't mean we don 't use the first
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person, but we're not writing memoirs, because magazines don't
nm memoirs unless you've already won the Pulitzer Prize. They
don't really care about your individual experience.

INS CAPE: First off, in light of what you're saying, I love the line
"dogs and people wanting what they want."
CARLO ROTELLA: That is the nugget!
I NS CAPE: It recognizes it in a way that people can understand, but
to indulge in themselves.

doesn't oblige them

CARLO ROTELLA: That's ve1y well put, that's the ambition. Essay
writing is a lot like short st01y writing. The great short sto1y writer
Sn1a1t Dybek just gave a talk at BC this week, and he was talking
about the different kinds of endings sho1t stories can have, saying,
"Well, they can have a punch line, you can have a realization, and
epiphany," and essays are like that, too. That one's kind of a realization essay, but I didn't want to lean too hard on the realization.
I did want a slow building awareness in the reader

to

finally find

expression somewhere of dogs and people wanting what they want.
Those who have less want more and those who have more want
to keep it. That's the end of the short st01y realization. That's the
climax of what is acn1ally an analytical point. If you look at these
episodes that I've just described, this is the main idea that comes
out of them, but it's not "Thus we see, here's the main idea ." I feel
like you do owe it to the reader to give them at least a scaffolding
on which to build that realization, and not leave it totally up to the
reader, not to just say, "Hey. Decide what you want discuss."
181

Tnscape

INSCAPE : That's excellent advice. What is some writing advice
that you have received that has shaped you?

CARLO ROTELLA : That's a good question. It comes in the weirdest
forms and from the strangest directions, and I didn't often recognize it at the time. I got my Ph.D . in American Studies, and writing was not really the focus. It was much more the content of the
work, and at one point, I was talking to my dissertation adviser, a
guy with no ambitions to do any kind of nonfiction writing other
than scholarly work, but I was saying "Well, how am I going to do
what I want to do?" and he just said "You can tell a st01y!" And that
turned out be the thing I needed to hear, it didn't have to be just an
analysis. So sometimes it's just like that. Sometimes it's something
you read. I love reading writers on writing, so Raymond Chandler
is one I think about, his advice: "Just write scenes that work." Even
when I'm writing scholarly work, a piece of criticism, I think of the
analytical equivalent of just write scenes that work. Write the bits
and chunks of it that you can write, and then later, wony about how
they fit together. Write some piece of it you can write. So there's
practical advice like that. But I think the main thing, and it's come
from a lot of different people, is to not think of the writing and the
legwork as separate. The writing generates the research agenda,
and the research agenda generates your ability to know what to cut
and what to keep. Instead of thinking, "I'm going to do all my research, all my reporting, and then I'm going to write it up," I think
"I am now embarking on an intertwined process of writing and
gathering more evidence, and it's going to go back and forth, and
I'm going to write and fail, and wherever I fai l, that will tell me
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what evidence I need to gather, and I'm going to gather evidence,
and the more I gather, the more sure I'm going to be about what
the point is, and the surer I am about the point, the more I can cut
and revise and make my writing lean," and I've banished the idea
that there's a research phase and a writing and moved to a "There's
a dialectical relationship between them." You need to keep that in
play all the way through.

INS CAPE: What is something that you see in undergraduate writing that generally impedes them from fulfilling a purpose in a productive manner in their writing?
CARLO ROTELLA: Well, I read a lot of undergraduate writing that
I really like, that I'm impressed by. Sn1dents are very professional
these days, the ones that want to be writers say, "I've got my blog
going, and I'm already freelancing for this magazine." They're very
engaged in the world of writing, which I think is great. I guess
if I were to say "What do I frequently see that's holding people
back," I'd say there's a couple things. One is an unwillingness to
do legwork. Sometimes I feel like "If you would leave the house,
tl1is would be better. This feels like you wrote down everything you
could gather by googling, or you're still focusing on yourself in a
way that it might be better to go find out what other people were up
to in the world." So that's one, it's just an unwillingness to leave the
house and do the work. And it's not just students. People in general
these days, especially for technological reasons, are just less and
less willing to get out there and use up shoe leatl1er. Another thing
holding them back is a dutiful voice that-this is more tme the
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academic side-that snidents think I want to hear, this elevated
diction of"Throughout all time, man has strnggled to .... " I'm not
telling them to write like that, but I do think you need to invent
the voice and the style of the work to match what you're trying to
talk about. You should try out different stylistic approaches and
voices and don't be afraid to imitate. If it's for school, as opposed
to writing for a magazine, and you say "Well you know what, I'm
going to go check out this band that's playing downtown , and I'm
going to cover it the way Tom Wolfe would cover it, and then when
I've done that, I'm going to write it up the way Joan Didion would
write it up, and let's see what the relationship is between the two."
That's a perfectly legitimate exercise to do, just to fool around with
voice and be aware of it, as opposed to a general "this is how smart
people talk" voice. So there's the legwork question, and the question of voice, or the two.
Look, I sat down to write a hundred times in my early twenties and
didn't write one word, so I'm the worst kind of zealot. I'm a convert. I had to go to graduate school in order to have something to
write. Let's sta1t with the fact that I'm impressed that they're writing anytl1ing at all, because I didn't until much further along.

INS CAPE : In your writing, you show how different generations
add a layer to the community. What distinguishes this generation?
CARLO ROTELLA : There's a couple things about it. One is that this
is obviously a club that the 18-year-old me would not have been invited to join. I would not have gotten into BC. These are people who
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aced adolescence. I'm sure it's tme here, and its trne lots of places,
that these are people who nailed adolescence in a way that is now
necessary, and which I did not do. They are professional sn1dents
in a way that I wasn't. The other thing that I think is tme of this
layer is that they're coming of age in a time when the middle class
is hollowing out, and it's much more a county of haves and havenots, and there's a general feeling that the aperture that lets you
into the haves is narrowing. They are under a lot more felt pressure
to do something great and get up over the top into the catego1y of
the haves. When I went to college, everyone expected us to be better than our parents. The students I teach would like it if they could
get back to where their parents are. That is a really big change in
outlook, in expectation, in what's possible. I think that they're under a lot more self-imposed pressure to make it. And they have also
done a much better job of making it, just to get into college, than
I ever had to do. It was fairly easy to get into college when I went, I
went to Wesleyan, and it was pretty much understood that when I
left there, I could just go get a job making money. The real question
was, are you going to accept that job making money, or are you going to do something bohemian and weird. Now, there is what I call
the mandato1y bohemain phase that everyone has to go through,
like you're going to be an unpaid intern until you're 30. We don't
have a job for you, there's no job security, no benefits, and I think
that the knowledge that that's coming trickles down into the classroom. It makes my students professionally much more hung1y, but
also much more aware that they can mess this up.
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INSCAPE : So last question. Inscape is our litera1y journal, and we
talk about what the purpose of a literary journal is. What would you
say is something that is essential for both selecting submissions for
a journal and helping in the revision of such pieces?

CARLO ROTELLA: That's a hard question to answer. The doing it
well is really the point of it. I think the most important way that
you learn is by making other people's work better, which is also
the premise of a writing workshop. You become a better editor and
that makes you a better writer. The whole idea that it's an enterprise, that it's an undertaking, that there are issues that must be
put out, there are people that submit the work, and you see the
work, and you have to decide "Does it fit with our mission, does
it fit what we want to do? How could this work be better?" that
whole process of applying your analytical powers to another's work
is how you hone the ability to do this with your own work. I think
it's nearly impossible to do that with your own work just out of the
gate, from scratch. It's very hard to ask someone who's just getting
started as a writer to say, "Okay, here's your work, this is as good
as you can make it, now make it better." But you can do that with
other's people's work. What is the intention of this work? How can
I help it meet its intention? And the more you do that, the more
that becomes pa11 of your writing process. Even if your motives are
selfish, the idea of ttying to put out the best issue you can of a literary journal is essential cross-training for you sitting there with your
own work and thinking, "Is this good , how can it be better?"
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INTERVIEW WITH ROBERT PINSKY
OCTOBER 3, 2014 , BYU ENGLISH READING SERIES Q&A
Robert Pinsky was born and raised in Long Branch, New Jersey. He
graduated from Long Branch High School, as had his parents, and
went on to college at Rutgers, The State University of New Jersey, and
then to graduate work at Stanford, where he held a Stegner Fellowship.His Selected Poems (Farrar, Straus, & Giroux) was published in
2011. His previous books of poetry include GulfMusic (2008).Jer-

sey Rain (2000), The Want Bone (1990) and The Figured Wheel:
New and Collected Poems 1966-1996. His best-selling translation

The Inferno of Dante (1994) was a Book-of-the-Month-Club Editor's Choice, and received both the Los Angeles Times Book Prize
and the Harold Morton Landon Translation Award. His prose books
include The Life of David (2005), The Situation of Poetry (1976)
and The Sounds of Poetry (1998).

AUDIENC E: How would you say somebody could best develop their
talent as a writer and poet?
ROBERT PINSKY : The answer is to read the way an ambitious athlete watches excellent athletes, to read the way a cook eats, to read
the way, if you're ambitious to be a filmmaker, you would watch
Kurosawa and Keaton and Scorcese, whomever you admired.
My recent book Singing School-I call it an anthology/ manifesto
hybrid- has a subtitle: "Learning to write poetry by studying
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with the masters." Here is the most specific, practical thing I can
suggest (besides buying my book!): create your own anthology. I
mean acn1ally. Type up or write out with your own hand the poems you love by, it might be, Emily Dickinson, Gerard Manley
Hopkins,William Shakespeare, Constantine Cavafy. Whatever it is
you love, type it up, and save it in a computer file called "anthology." You might cut and paste, rather than typing, but that would
be less effective. For one thing, when you're typing you more distinctly notice the lines of verse and their relation to the sentences.
In other words, if you're a serious young poet or writer, keep what
people used to call a daybook. I'm making that daybook or anthology exercise the central requirement of "The Art of Poetry," the
MOOC (Massive Open Online Course) that I am teaching right
now. If you go to favoritepoem.org-which I recommend for the
videos-a little red stripe or banner at the top of the home page
sends you to the "Art of Poetry" MOOC. I'm asking all of the tens
of thousands of people registered for the MOOC to do this anthology exercise. People have used the assignment with eighth graders; I used to require it of PhD students at Berkley. The exercise
combines autonomy-your taste and your choice, nursery rhymes,
song lyrics, whatever you want, it's your anthology-with the
physical experience of typing tl1e poem. Autonomy and corporeality. That's my practical answer to your question about developing
one's talent.
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AUDIENCE: When you translate, do you translate into modern language?

ROBERT PINSKY : In the passage you heard me read from the Inferno, I hope you heard an idiom that sounded plausible and clear: a
kind oflanguage that sounded like someone would say it: an idiom
not quite your American English and mine, but not old fashioned
or archaic, either. I hope the idiom of my Inferno of Dante conveys
some idea that this was not written last month or last year, in the
USA. I try to create a language that is familiar enough and fom1al
enough. A created but attractive language: It's like painting a stage
set, an attractive, serviceable illusion. To me it wouldn 't bet interesting to create a slangy American version. That would be too easily
ironic, and Dante is not ironic in that distancing or smirking way.
The goal was to create an idiom that the reader won't much notice,
something relatively transparent: not especially of your same tim e
and place, and not sounding antique. Something with the fluent,
varying immediacy of Dante's Italian.

AUDIENCE: When you write your own poems what is your workflow?

ROBERT PINSKY : It's important to answer all questions about process with a very important sentence: Everybody is different!
Whatever you personality or your way of working-whether to get
up early and work all morning or to sleep all day and work late at
night; to write spontaneously and never revise, or to revise carefully
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and extensively; to make an outline, or to hate outlines-someone
has done great work with that procedure. There is no one recipe, so
each of us must think about our own habits, proclivities, strengths
and weaknesses and try to make them effective. I guess the goal is
to understand your ways of working and being, while being open
tovay them.
I speak to you as someone who in the eighth grade was placed in
the Dumb Class. Io got very bad grades. I can't make an outline. I
can't proceed methodically. I don't do well with routines. I'd much
rather improvise than be prepared. All that is neither good nor bad,
I think- it is me, or a version of me on which I must try to play
the best variations.
Everyone learns differently, everyone writes differently, everyone
speaks differently, eve1yone creates differently, and in my case I
love to make it up as I go along. I hate plans. Ifl'm interviewed, I
need to tell the inte1viewer, "Please don't tell me what you're going
to ask me."
Everybody is different. And those of you who go on to be teachers,
I hope you will understand that principle and try to use it in a generous, though stringent, way. It's not a way to excuse people from
working hard, from doing their job. But the job should be defined
and presented in ways that encourage people to use their strengths,
which va1y amongst humanity.
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So with that said, here's how I, personally, tend to work. I write-a
better word mighe be "compose"- with my voice. I can "write,"
in that sense of"compose," with my hands on the wheel while driving or while I'm taking a shower. Some of the composing is the
way I'll play with the consonants and the vowels, like somebody
smooshing paint on a surface or manipulating clay or noodling on
the piano.I'm not recommending that to anyone- just trying to
answer the question!.

AUDIENCE: Given modern technology, what direction do you see
poetry going?
ROBERT PINSKY: I sometimes think that the interest in art, including poetry, has been enhanced by improved technology, partly because the availability of great performances on a mass scale. If I
decide to watch a great movie like Kurosawa's High and Low, or if
I want to watch Buster Keaton's Sherlock Junior tonight, I can. If
I want to see Sandy Koufax's pitching, I can-whatever I wantand it's on a mass scale. It's very available and it's due to performance.
A poem is on an individual scale. It's one voice; it's very intimate.
And technology makes the voice available in an intimate, immediate way. Not as a performance art, but as a vocal art. That's why I
love the videos at favoritepoem.org.
To illustrate what I mean, here's a two line poem written in the
nineteenth century: "On love, on grief, on evety human thing, /
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Time sprinkles Lethe's water with his wing." Hearing that as I say
it gives me an experience of the poem that is quite different from
looking at a screen, or hearing audio of an actor or poet read the
poem. My mouth, my breath , my ears, become the medium for
the art of someone who lived two hundred years ago. "On love, on
grief, on every ... " those six words were composed long ago by
Walter Savage Landor, an upper class Englishman and Latinist;
I am not an upper class English Latinist; I'm a lower middle-class
Jew from New Jersey-but my upper teeth went over my lower lip
three times at the beginning. "On love, on grief, on every human
thing." And three times at the end of the poem I pursed my lips:
" ... Lethe's water with his wing." That is an ancient technology at
the center of the evolution of human intelligence. Singing, dancing, poetry, are not at the fringe; they are at the core of who we are.
We use them to survive, to pass knowledge through the generations. It's an ancient technology. Oddly enough, now technology
makes that more available.
I urge you all-I beg you-to go to favoritepoem.org. Atthat Favorite Poem Project web site you will see the FPP videos. You will see
a constrnction worker reading aloud, and discussing, lines by Walt
Whitman. You will see a young woman in California, whose parents were immigrants from Cambodia, read a Langston Hughes
poem and relate a Langston Hughes poem to her family's horrible
experience during the Pol Pot regime.
Thanks to technology, those videos make available to you examples
of this experience I am trying to describe: hearing a poem in one's
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voice, on a very individual level. I belive that experience involves
the dignity of the individual. It is widely available on the web.

AUD IE NCE : Do you preferto have your poems read silently or aloud?
ROBERT PINSKY: In the literal or imagined voice of each reader. I'm
not interested in making a hit as a reader of poetry. I write with my
voice, as I said- and for your voice. I want you to imagine saying
my words. Ideally you say them aloud, but the moment of poetry
for me is the moment when you see the printed words "On love, on
grief, on every human thing, / Time sprinkles Lethe's water with
his wing. " Instead of using your silent reading habits, mutter it to
yoursel£ That somatic moment, that moment at the border of your
mind and your body, when you imagine saying those words: that's
what interests me. The medium for a poem is each reader's body.
It's your breath, not me giving a poetry reading. It's you, on your
scale, saying tl1e words.
AUDIENCE: What theory of criticism do you prescribe to, and how
has theory impacted you?
ROBERT PINSKY : The word theory is based on the Greek word theoria, which is to behold, to see sometl1ing. So a theory is a system
for seeing and understanding. And the most influential theory on
me is the theory of action in Francis Fergusson's book The Idea of
a Theatre: a quite practical book, as well as profound theoretically.
Based on Aristotle, the theory has to do witl1 tl1e idea of imitation:
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that a work of imitates an action. Action in the sense of a movement
of the soul.
The literary theory currently of the academic world, in my own life?
At about the same point in my life tl1at I stopped eating Mcdonald's and Burger King I decided I was going to read only things
I really enjoyed. Things that felt urgent, or beautifully composed,
preferably both. As a result, I haven't read much literary ilieory;
because often, when trying to read it, I'm not having a good time.
This is a self-indulgence I have allowed myself I don't mean to
be superior to a body of writing, but I only like to read things that
give me pleasure. At ilie age I am now, it to force myself would feel
wasteful. I am aware of how very finite is ilie time I have left. I'm
much nearer to the end than the beginning, and I am no longer in
junior high school. I'm just going to read things tl1at make me feel
good. Recently, with a grandchild, I went back and experimented
in having some Kennicky Fried Chicken. I didn't like it. I thought
"iliis may be good," and I knew I didn't think so. The grandchild
didn 't seem impressed, eiilier.
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INTERVIEW WITH ELENA PASSARELLO
Elena Passarello is a writer and actor, and the author of Let Me Clear

My Throat, a collection of essays on the human voice in popular culture. She is originally from Charleston, South Carolin a. She sn1died nonfiction at the University of Pittsburgh and the University of
Iowa. Her essays have been published in Oxford American, Normal

School , Creative Nonfiction , Gulf Coast, Slate, Iowa Review, and
are forthcoming in the anthologies After Montaigne and Cat is Art

Spelled Wrong. She has acted in various regional theaters in the East
and Midwest. She originated the roles in the premieres of Christopher Durang's Mrs . Bob Cratchit's Wild Christmas Binge and David
Turkel 's Wild Signs and Holler. In 2011 , she was named the winner of the annual Stella Screaming Contest in New Orleans. She was
the first woman to win this competition. Passarello teaches nonfiction at Oregon State University.

INS CAPE : Your book, Let M e Clear My Throat, is obviously focused
on the human voice, I am curious, what was the genesis for this
idea? What made you think, "I want to write a series of essays focusing on the voice, shouts, and screams."

ELE NA PASSAR ELLO: I knew that the voice would be a good topic
for a whole book for two reasons. One, I think it was a topic I knew
a lot about, or that I knew enough that I could get started in a broad
way. I knew I could because of my work as an actor and for personal
reasons, too.
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I am from the South and used to have a southern accent; I don't
anymore. I have a particularly low-pitched voice for a woman, so I
have always been conscious of my voice. And as an actor, I had to
be professionally conscious about my voice. By the time I came to
the place where I wanted to write a book, I knew that the voice was
a baseline that I could keep accessing.
The other thing that I knew was how much mystery surrounds the
human voice. We don't less about it than we think we do. Even people that are heavily trained vocally have moments of crisis where
their voice seizes up on them. Compared to other physical systems,
we don't have effective maps, training, or surgery for the voice. And
there are new things that we are learning every year about the voice.
Therefore, I was really excited to unpack some of the mysteries.

INS CAPE: Where do you draw inspiration for your writing?
ELENA PASSARELLO: I am inspired by ekphrasis. And I am really
inspired by other people making things that the world pays attention to. Although some people do not believe that pop culn,re is art,
I absolutely do. Sometimes they make something beautiful, like
a concert at Carnegie Hall, and sometimes they make something
that you could only call art in quotation marks, like the "Wilhelm
Scream." When that making of art causes any sort of larger public
reaction, I'm very inspired by figuring out how to explain the reaction. For example, my new project is all about animals that we as a
culture have paid attention to, and the essays in the project unpack
what that attention means.
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I am also very inspired by mysteries, like the essay in Let Me Clear
My Throat about the "Rebel Yell"-no one really knows what it
sounded like. Or the "Wilhelm Scream"-no one really knows
who made that recorded movie scream. No one living knows what
the "Castrati" sound like. Things like this that cannot be explained
are really exciting to me.

INSCAPE: The book features vanous phonetically spelled-out
screams, yells, and hollers. While reading the book, I could not
help but sound many of these out. What was the process of sounding these out and writing them out?

ELENA PAS SARELLO : Rendering something on the page presents
a lot of obstacles, since the senses or the passage of time cannot be
immediately evoked; they must be evoked through language. Some
of those obstacles we hate and we avoid. We try not to engage them
and push them off to the side. But I think every writer has one obstacle that they really love to engage with. For me, it's sound. I love
trying to evoke sound on the page.
Sound is so hard to write about that there's a famous a saying:
"writing about jazz is like dancing about architecture." But, despite the obstacle, I think trying to bridge that gap between the still
page with just typeface on it and actual sound, and trying to get the
sound to perform in front of the reader, is one of my favorite things
to try. But in order to do that, I had to do a lot of silly sniff When I
was writing, I had a mirror close by so ifl needed to watch my body
making the sound, I could. I also had a pitch pipe ready to see what
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the right pitches were. Sometimes I even had a keyboard. I did a
lot of recording, capniring, and performing trying to find different
ways to bridge that obstacle of sound making. Spelling was just
one way I tried to face the obstacle.
I don't think that I was one hundred percent successful. I think
that is a part of the major writerly obstacles; you can't ever overcome them to one hundred percent success.

INSCAPE: Have you always wanted to publish a book? For example, when you were a little girl, did you always think one day you
were going to publish a book. Or during your years of acting, did
you think that one day you would contribute to the world of essays?

ELENA PASSARELLO : I think so. When I was a kid, I was totally
excited to write a book. But, you know, when you're a kid, you're
also excited to go the moon. No task seems impossible. But writing
a book was one of the things that I pretended . Like I pretended I
won an Oscar, I pretended I had a whole bunch of babies, and I
pretended that I worked at Burger King! I was really into working
at Burger King, acn1ally.
Then when I got older, it seemed kind of impossible when I realized how hard writing was. So I got into performance. But even
when I was acting, I thought it would be really cool to make something that lasted. I think theater is really rewarding, but one of the
things that is so beautiful about theater is that it evaporates. You
can go see the Mona Lisa tomorrow, and I saw the Mona Lisa in
201

Inscape

2000. It's still there. A book published 500 years ago can still exist today, as well. But if you performed in Phantom of the Opera
when you were 21, I'm never going to get to see that. Therefore,
when I was acting, I felt this need to make something tangible. But
it took a long time to be able to actually pretend that I could to it. I
had to re-convince myself that I could.

INS CAPE : Why did you choose essays as a medium to express yourself?
ELENA PASSARELLO : I was never really drawn to any other form. I
don't make things up very well in the sense of the free form, fictive.
I've never been interested in creating other universes or people to
move throughout those universes. When I think of that, I don't
think of making things. I think of getting lost! It's a very unmooring concept for me. Also, I think I am too wordy for poetry, even
prose poetry.
I like how in essays you can define the parameters of what you're
working on through your relationship to certain facts in the world.
I like the rigidity and scaffolding that essays allow me. I like facts;
they keep me company. I like researching things and living in that
research. I was raised an only child, and I've always found history,
culture, and facts as companions.

INS CAPE: Do you write every day?
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ELENA PASSARELLO : No. Well, I'm on a book deadline now, so
right now I do. But I typically don't write eve1y day. I do see the
benefit of writing every day, in that a writing practice is important.
This is something that I think is non-fiction specific, though. I
think there's a lot of time spent with nonfiction practice that isn't
literal writing. Many non-fiction writers say that they consider researching as writing. Or going out into the field, or interview.
I find that I have these long incubation periods in-between ideas
or essays in which I am just reading, taking notes, researching,
or sometimes just watching a bunch of movies to try to figure out
what I think about a certain thing. I'm thinking like a writer while
I work, but I am not sitting down at the computer and thinking
about sentences.

INS CAPE : Why do you write?

ELENA PASSARELLO: I write because I value the self that I am on
the page. It doesn't always happen, but when I've got a finished
piece of writing that exists in the world and that I am confident it is
doing what it needs to do, the self that I created it is more rigorous,
more cogent, more atnmed, and more presentable than what my
everyday self is. I am proud of that.
I write because I like to talk to people about the things that fascinate me. I write because it keeps me company. You can grow old
with writing. You can change with writing. It is something that you
can visit eve1y day. You can use it to deal with the small problems of
the day. That seems so sobering. I should say, "I write because it's
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fun!" But it's not! Editing can be fi.111, but writing is not fi.111 for me
a lot of the time. But it is always there.
It's funny, because the other constant in my life, performing, is so
different from writing. Why I pe1form has nothing to do with any
of the things I just listed. When I perform , it's because I appreciate
the spontaneity. I love the idea of never having to overthink anything. It follows a wonderful series of impulses. It's instant gratification! There is a beautiful feeling of being alive in your body when
you perform. Athletes feel this way too, I've heard. You become a
super-charged physical-version of yourself None of that is present
in writing, where you're calculating an intellectual version of yourself with which people engage in a not-very-spontaneous way.
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CONTRIBUTORS
Craig Arnold (196 7-2009) is the author of Shells (Yale, 1998) and Made
Flesh (Copper Canyon, 2008). Shells was selected by W.S. Merwin for
the Yale Series of Younger Poets Competition. Arnold's many awards
and accolades include a Joseph Brodsky Rome Prize Fellowship, the
Amy Lowell Fellowship, a Hodder Fellowship from Princeton University,
a National Endowment for the Arts Literature Grant, and a US-Japan
Friendship Commission Creative Artists ' Exchange Fellowship. At the
time of his death in 2009, Arnold was a professor in the Masters of Fine
Arts Program at the University of Wyoming. His posthumous poems and
prose are being collected and curated for publication.
Andrew Bashford is a senior in English language who's sat through a few
presentations on the scientific method. During a recent lecture on replicable methodolgy and empirical ana lysi s, he dreamed up a theoretical approach to spontaneous low-atmosphere comical precipitation. The theory
didn't help much on the test, though. Aside from his apparent fascination for linguistics, Andrew enjoys baking desserts, writing with fountain
pens, and knocking on handrails, cake pans, and ceramic mugs to see
what sounds they make-something that writing poetry seems to be a
natural extension of.
Lauren Bledsoe is from San Clemente, CA, though she currently lives in
Utah. She writes poems and takes pictures.
Benjamin Combs has been a photographer since April 2013. Since then
he's worked with several musicians including Fictionist and Mideau, as
well as Jay-Z & Beyonce. His work has appeared in Slug Magazine, Folk
Magazine, and the Salt Lake Tribune. He is currently based in Salt Lake
City.
Jake Clayson is a lucky husband and proud father of three. He has a passion
for Church history, the humanities, and rock n' roll. He currently studies
creative nonfiction as an MFA student at BYU.

Jim Davis is an MFA candidate at Northwestern University. His work has appeared in Wisconsin Review, Seneca Review, Adirondack Review, Midwest
Quarterly, and Contemporary American Voices, among many others. Jim
lives, writes, and paints in Chicago, where he reads for TriQuarterly and
edits North Chicago Review.
Kalie Garrett is a 24-year-old artist currently working as a display coordinator for Antl1ropologie in the downtown New York district. Daily, she works
primarily as an installation artist, but her work is heavily driven by her first
medium, photography. Through her art, Kalie seeks to create a curated
mix of what inspires her: raw elements, light, form, and movement.
Hadley Griggs is a junior at BYU studying Engli sh, editing, TESOL, creative
writing, and whatever else the advisors will let her fit into her schedule.
She'd like to one day write the great American novel , but for now she's
happy experimenting with short fiction and nonfiction. She finds herself mostly writing about sad people, because they tend to seem the most
interesting.
Logan Havens is a full time, freelance photographer based out of Los
Angeles. His emphasis is in travel and outdoors. He works primarily for
commercial clients to support art and travel.
Abbie Harlow is a junior at Brigham Young University, studying English, editing, and creative writing. She is from the San Francisco Bay Area, and as
such, loves the beach and Mexican food. This is her first published work.
She has never worked at McDonald's.
Jacob Haupt is a studio art student whose oeuvre emphasizes design over
technicality, blurring the lines between high and low art. Inspired by scifilms such as Terminator and Alien, Jacob's art work investigates fantasy's
relationship to reality and the power transformation has to make things
visible. He lives in Provo with his wife and daughter.

Mel Luthy Henderson has taught writing as a graduate instmctor at BYU
since 2012 and will earn her MFA in creative nonfiction in 2015. Her
Master's thesis is a collection entitled Animal Mothers: On the Primitive,
Fierce , Humanizing Practice of Nurture. Her current projects include
authoring the memoir of an Iranian fi.tgitive and immigrant, co-writing
an independent film, and writing a children's book specifically commissioned to fean1re in the film. Mel lives in Provo with her husband, three
sons, four cats, and one small, socially maladjusted dog.
Ann Howell's poetry has appeared recently in Crannog (Ire), Lunch Ticket,
and Spillway, among otl1er small press and university journals. She serves
on the board of Dallas Poets Community, 501-c-3 non-profit; she has edited Illya 's Honey since 1999, recently taking it print to digital (www.
IllyasHoney.com). Her chapbook, Black Crow in Flight, was published by
Main Street Rag (2007). Another chapbook, tl1e Rosebud Diaries, was
published by Willet Press. Her work has been read on NPR; she has been
interviewed on Writers Around Annapolis television; and she has been
three times nominated for a Pushcart.
Paul Jepsen left behind his home country of Denmark last year to come to
BYU and pursue his passion for writing. He comes from a career as an
interpreter and sofrware developer, but currently teaches Danish at BYU
and works as the poetry director for Leading Edge Magazine . Paul's work
can also be seen in Kinfolk Magazine . His favorite book right now is Elena
Passarello's Let Me Clear My Throat: Essays .
Oallin Law can't remember the last time he went sailing. He sometimes
wonders how many nautical miles from Las Vegas to San Francisco and
how fast in knots. When Dallin was five and his brother was three, they
both wore matching sailor suits with shiny, golden anchor buttons. Some
nights he dreams in a briny fog found to be as th ick as pea soup. Once,
for school, Dall in Law made hard tack, which he will never make again.
Sophie Lefens is from Chicago, Illinois. She smdies English at Brigham
Young University. She lives in a blue house with orange trim.

Carin Olavson writes: "Can a soul be described in forty words? Nonetheless
I attempt. I went to tl1e essay genre to learn deliberately, to front only the
essential facts in life, and see ifl could not learn what it had to teach."
Amanda Lockhart is a freshman English major here at BYU. She comes from
a family of six and grew up in West Jordan, Utah. She has always loved
writing, and aspires to be a university English teacher. Amanda enjoys
reading and learning from tl1e writing of Anne Carson, Mark Twain, C.S.
Lewis, Joyce Carol Oates, and others. She also enjoys dance, fashion , and
music. She hopes to one day publish books of creative writing.
Megan McManama is a senior studying English and creative nonfiction at
BYU. She has previously published in lnscape and anticipates publishing in many other journals. Her current inspirations are Brian Doyle and
Patricia Brieschke.
Tyler Moore is a senior studying Engli sh and economics. He is from
Richmond, Virginia, and likes practicing photography, writing short fiction , singing in the BYU Men 's Choms, and watching 30 Rock. He does
not like peanut butter, mnning, or Star Trek.
Melissa Morgan could tell you many things about herself. She cou ld tell you
that she was born in Washoe County, Nevada, received all necessary vaccines required by the Fremont Unified School District, is obligated by the
state of California to wear glasses when driving, and according to the IRS,
is a full taxpayer and contributor to her Social Security fund. In telling you
mis, you would know as much about her as the government of tl1e United
States knows. Alternately, she could tell you that she loves long walks and
stargazing, she rarely sleeps, she adores musicals, and she greatly dislikes
mint flavoring-men you would know as much about her as her friends
do. She could also tell you tl1at she is meiliodically creative, extremely curious, broadly tl1inking, and deeply feeling, then you would begin to know
as much about Melissa as her fam ily knows. Or, you could take a moment
to read a few of her thoughts that have found tl1eir way onto a page, and

you would know a little bit about her as she know hersel( You can decide
which you'd like to hear.

Emily Richey Natter is from Eugene, Oregon, and is currently finishing her
second year as an MFA sn1dent studying fiction at BYU. She would like to
clarify that her essay does not refer to her husband, whom she loves very
much.
Shane Peterson is a senior from Boulder City, NV, studying English with
a double minor in editing and writing & rhetoric. He currently works as
a writing nnor for the BYU Writing Center and as an editor/research assistant for Mormon Insights. He has also worked as a snident intern for the
Wordsworth Trust and as editor-in-chief of Criterion: A 1oumal of Literary
Criticism. He is planning on pursuing a PhD in literary sn1dies with an
emphasis on British Modernism, specifically World War I literanire.
Zach T. Power would rather share his biography in person. He is grateful to
his wife for lending him her small green writing desk, and he plans to continue collaborating stories with his three-year-old son and his one-year-old
daughter. He has been published in Collision and Inscape.
Kylan Rice is co-editor and co-founder of likewise folio, an online poetry
journal where he also hosts the interview podcast likewise audio and edits
the chapbook press likewise books. Kylan has poetry published or forthcoming in Houseguest, Interlrupture, [Out of Nothing}, Ghost Proposal,
ILK Journal , Gigantic Sequins, elsewhere and elsewhere. He is an MFA
candidate at Colorado State University.
Drew Rupard is an undergraduate English major at BYU. She loves greyhounds and green paintings.
Mark Strand was recognized as one of the premier American poets of his
generation as well as an accomplished editor, translator, and prose writer. Named the US Poet Laureate in 1990, Strand's career spanned five

decades, and he won numerous accolades from critics and a loyal following among readers . Mark Strand's honors include the Bollingen Prize,
gra nts from the National Endowment for the Arts, a National Institute of
Arts and Letters Award, a Rockefeller Foundation award, and fellowships
from The Academy of American Poets, the MacArthur Foundation, and
the Ingram Merrill Foundation. He seived as Poet Laureate of the United
States and as a chancellor of the Academy of American Poets. He taught
at Johns Hopkins University, the University of Chicago, and Columbia
University. He died in late 2014 at tl1e age of 80. (Poetry Foundation)
Samuel Adrian Thayn is an MFA candidate in fiction.
Ian Stepp was born in Provo and raised in Texas. He graduated from BYU
in 2014 witl1 a degree in English and doesn 't know what's next. Right
now it seems like a toss up between grad school or teaching high school,
but if he could have things his way he'd open a small bookstore where
he could ignore customers and read the days away. Whatever the future
brings, he' ll be supported by his two dogs and Sara, his lovely wife.
Bekah Washburn is currently an MFA creative writing student at Brigham
Young University. Her life accompli shments include nmning really fast,
find ing a diamond in a Jacuzzi , and marrying her high school sweetheart.
Although she grew up on tl1e canals and lakes of Michigan, she considers herself a native of Colorado, which is where her family currently lives.
Lindsay Webb was born in Utah and lives in Massachusetts. She writes
poetry.
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